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MISCELLANY POEMS- 

THE EAGLE AND THE ROBIN*, 

An Apologue; tranflated from the Original of 
Ms oVf written Two Thoufand Years fince, and 
now rendered in familiar Verfc by H. G. L. Mag. 

GOOD precepts and true gold are more valuable for 
their antiquity. And here I prefect my good reader 
with one, delivered by the firft founder of mythology, 
^fop himfelf. Maximus Planudes takes notice of it, 
as a very excellent part of his produ£lion ; and Phae- 
dnis, Camerarius, and others, feem to agree, that his 
Eagle, and iive others not yet tranflated, are equal to 

* The political moral of this little apologue is too evident 
to need any other comment, than barely mentioning that tht 
lady was Queen Anne 5 deliring the reader to rccolleft the 
change which Ihe made in her miniflry in 1709, the year in 
which this poem was writrcn ; ar.d referring to Dr. King's 
** Rufinus, or the Favourite," in the Englifli Poets, vol, XX. 
p. 367. N. 

Vol. hi. B any 



1 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

any of his that arc handed down to us. Though Mr. 
Ogleby and Sir Roger L'EOrange had the unhappinefs 
to be unacquainted with them, yet I had the good for- 
tune to difcover them by the removal of my old library, 
which has made me amends for the trouble of getting 
to where I now teach. They were written, or diftated 
at lead, by j^fop, in the fifty-fourth Olympiad : and 
though I dcfigncd them chiefly for the ufe of my fchool 
(this being translated by a youth defigned for a Greek 
profcflbr), yet no man is fo wife as not to need inftruc- 
tion, aye, and by the way of fable too ; fince the Holy 
Scriptures themfelvcs, the beft inflruftors, teach us by 
way of parable, fymbol, image, and figure; and David 
was more moved with Nathan's *' Thou art the man,'* 
than all the moft rigid le£i:ures in the world would have 
done. Whoever will be at the trouble of comparing 
this verfion with the original, let them begin at the tenth 
line, and they will find it metaphraftically done, <verhiim 
*VerbOf as the bed way of juftice to the author. Thofe 
that are meer adorers of ^Ixoi X&yoi will not be angry 
that it is in this fort of metre, for which I gave leave, 
the lad having a turn to this fort of meafure, which is 
pleafant and agreeable, though not lofry. For my own 
part, I concur with my maOer Ariftotle, that pvQfAo^ 9^ 
»plJLOvi<t are very far from being unneceflary or unplca- 
fant. May this be of ufe to thee j and it will pleafe 
thine in all good wifliesy Horat. Gram. 
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THE EAGLE AND THE ROBIN. 

BY DR. KING*, OF THE COMMONS. 

MOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

A LADY Iiv*d in former days, 
"*- ^ That well ckrcrv'd the utmoft praifci 
For greatnefs, birth, and jufticc famVl, 
And every virtue could be nam'd ; 
Which made her courfc of life fo even. 
That ibe's a Saint {if dead) in Heaven. 

This 

♦ To the worVs of this excellent Humoorin-, which were 
firft colleAcd in 1776, 1 prefixed fome Memoirs of his Life ; 
which have lince been fo elegantly epitomized, that it would 
be fuperfluous to enlarge on this article. Some extrafts from hiJ 
laft biographer fhill therefore fupply the place : " William 
King was born in London in 1663, the fon of Ezekiel Kingy 
a gentleman. He was allied to the family of Clarendon. 
From Weftminfter-fchool, where he was a fcholar on the 
foundation under the care of Dr. Bulby, he was at eighteen 
elefted to Chrift-ehurch, in 1681. In 1688, he was made 
mafter o£ arts ; and, engaging in the ftudy of the Civil Law, 
became doAor in 1692, and was admitted advocate at Doc- 
tors Commons. — Though he was a regular advocate in the 
courts of civil and canon law, he did not love his profeflion, 
nor indeed any kind of bufinefs which inicrrupted h*s volup- 
tuary drcam», or forced him" to roufe from that indulgence irt 
wh'ch only he could find delight. His reputation as a civi- 
lian was yet maintained by his judgements in the courts of 
Delegates^ and raifed ver^ high by the addrv'is and kn- w- 
B * led^e 
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This Lady had a little feat 
Juft like a palape, 'twas fo neat, 
: From aught (but goodnefs) her retreat. 

One morning, in her giving way. 
As was her euftom every day. 



To 



Pledge- which he dlfcoverfed in 1700, when he 'defended" the 
carl of Anglefca againft his lady, afterwards dutchefs of 

• Buckinghamfhire, who ft>ed for a divorce, and obtained it. 
The expencc of his pleaibres, and negleft of bufinefs, had 
now leflencd his revenues ; and he was willing to accept of .a 

' fejttlfcftient in Irelaftd, where, about 1702, he was made judge 

' of the admiralty, commiffioner t>f the prizes, keeper of the 
records in Birmingham's^ 'tower, and vicar-general to Dr. 
Marfli the "primate, i But it is vaia to put wealth ^vithin the 
reach of him who will not ftretch out his hand to take it. 
King Toon found a friend, as- idle and thoughtlefs as bimfelf, 
in Upton, one of the judges, who had a pleafant houfe called 
Mountown, near Dublin, to which King frequently retired ; 
delighting to negle£k his interefl, forget his cares, and defert 
his duty. Jlerc he wrote ** MuUy ojf Mountown,** a poem, 
b^ which, though fanciful readers in the pride of fa^acicy 
have given it a political interpretation, was meant originally 
nom{>|re than it exprefled, asjt was di£tated only by the au- 
thor*s delight in the quiet of Mountown. In 1708, when 
lord Wharton was fent to govern Ireland, King returned to 
Xx)ndon, with his poverty, his idlenels, and his wit. In 
171 1, competence, if not plenty, was again put into bis 
power* He was, without the trouble of attendance, or the 
inprtlficatlon of a requeli, made gazetteer. He was now again 
laced in a profital)le esnplqyment, and again threw the be- 

.nefit 



ETA OLE AA'i) RG^lK -5 
'To cheer thfc poof, the fick, and colcl> 
Or with apparel, footl> or go?fl,' 
T!icre came a gazing: ft ranger by, - 
On whom, ihc quickly caft an eye. 

The man ftdrtiiring, made a ftand 5 
He had a bird upon his hand : 

nefit away. An Aft of Infolvency made his bulinefs at that 
time particularly troublefome ; and he would not wait till 
liurry Ihould be at an end, but impatiently rcfigned it, and 
returned to his wonted indigence and amufements. One of 
his aniufcmenis at Lambeth, where he relided, was to mor- 
ii-fy Dr. Tennifon, .the archbiHiop, by a publick feftivity, on 
the furrender of Dunkirk to Hill ; an event with which Ten- 
nifon's political bigotry did not fufter him to be delighted. 
Ring was rcfolvcd to counteract his fullennefs, and at the ex- 
pence of a few barrels of ale filled the neighbourhood with 
honeft merriment. In the autumn of 1712 his health de- 
clined ; he grew weaker by degrees, and died on Chriftmas- 
day. Though his life had not been without irregularity, his 
principles were pure and orthodox, and his death was pious. 
After this relation, it will be naturally fuppofed that his 
poems were rather the amufements of idlencls than efforts of 
liudy ; that he endeavoured rather to <Iivert than aftoniih ; 
that his thoughts fcldom ari>ired to fublimity ; and that, if 
his vcrfewas eafy and his images familiar, he attained wiiat 
he defived. His purpofe is to be merry j though perhaps, to 
enjoy his miith, it may be fometimcs neceffary to think well 
of his opinions." I need not repeat that this is quoted from 
Dr. Johnfon. 

The poems which arc now prefented to the reader are none 
of them in the late collc«^ion of the Englilh Poets. N. 

B i " VVluC^ 
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" What 's that, fays ihe, that hangs its head^' 

Sinking and faint ? *Tis alrooft dead.'* 

'* Madam, a Red-hread that I found, 

By this wet feafon ahnoft drown'd." 

«* Oh ! hring him in, and keep kira wan» ; 

Robins do never any harm." 

Tliey foon obcy*d, and chopt him meat. 

Gave him whatever he would eat j 

The Lady care herfelf did lake, 

And made a ned for Robin's fake : 

But he perkt up into her chair. 

In which he plenteoudy did fare,. 

Afluming quite another air. 

The neighbours thought, when this they fpy*d,» 

The world well mended on his fide. 

With well-tun'd throat he whiftled long^ 

And every body lik'd his fong. 

** At lad, faid they, this little thing 

Will kill itfelf, fo long to fing ; 

We *11 clofct him among the red 

Of thofe roy Lady loves the l)eft.'* 

They little thought, ihat faw him come^ 

That Robins were fo quarrelfome : 

The door they opened, in he pops. 

And to the highell perch he hops ; 

The party-colour'd birds he chofc. 

The Gold-finclics, and fuch as thofe; 

With them he 'd peck, and bill, and feed. 

And very well (at times) agreed: 

Canary-birds were his delight, 

With them he *d tiua-tiu all nights 

But 



EAGLE AND ROBIN. 

But the brown Linnets went to pot. 
He kiird them all upon the fpot. 

The fcrvants were employ 'd each day^ 
Inftead of work, to part fome fray. 
And wifhM the auk ward fellow curft 
Th.it brought him to my Lady firft. 
At laft they all icfolv'd upon't. 
Some way to tell my Lady oa't. 

Meanwhile he \i had a noble fwing^ 
And rul'd juli like tlie Gallic kingj 
Having kiilM or wounded ail, 
Unlcfs ihc Er.^^le in ihe hali ; 
With whom he duifl but only jar. 
He being tlic very foul of war. 
But hated him for his defe.t, 
And bore him malice at his heart. 

This Engle was my Lady's pride. 
The guardian f.;fety cf her fide : 
He ofren l)rouo:ht hoiiic foreign prey. 
Which humbl;- at her feet he lay. 
For colour, pinions, ar.d llnturc, 
The faiicft woikiiruifliip of nature ; 
'Twould do or.c good lo fee him move. 
So full of grandeur, grace, and love: 
He was indeed a bird for Jove. 
He foar'd aloft in Krucum's ticld, 
And thouTand Kites and Vultures kill'dj 
Which made him dear to all that flew, 
Unlefs to Robin and his crew. 

B4 One 
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One day poor Bob, puff M up with pride, ^ 
Tliinking the combat to abide, L 

A goofe-quill on for weapon ty'd, J 

Knowing by ufe, that, now and then, 
A fword Ief$ hurt does than a pen. 

As for example — What at home 
You *ve well contriv'd to do at Rome, 
A pen blows up — ^before you come. 
You are fuppos'd to undermine 
The foe — in fome immenfe dcfign. 
A pen can bite you with a line ; 
There's forty ways to give a fign. 

Well — ^all on fire away he (lalk'd, 
Till come to— where the Eagle walked. 

Bob did not fhill-I (hall-I go, 
Nor faid one word of friend or foe ; 
But flirting at him made a blow. 
As game-cocks with their gauntlets do. 
At which the Eagle gracefully 
Call a difdaining, fpaikling eye; 
As who Ihould fay — What *s this, a flia ? 
But no revenge at all did take, 
He fpar'd him for their Lady's fake. 
Who ponder'd thefe things in her mind. 
And took the condu6t of the Eagle kind. 
Upon rcfledlion now — to ihew 
What harm the lead of things may do, 
Mad Robin, with his curfed flirt. 
One of the Eagle's * eyes had hurt ; 

* 0^$«X/t«^, amongft the Greeks, iignifies « Honour as 
** tender as the eye,'' King. ^ 

Inflam'd' 
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EAGLE AND ROBIN. 9 

InflamM it, made it red and fore : 
But the affront inflamM it more. 
Oh, how the family did tear ! 
To fire the houfe, could (carce forbear : 
With fcorn, not pain, the Eagle fir'd, 
Murmur'd difdain, and fo retired. 

Robin, to offer fome relief, 
In words like thcfe would heal their griv-f : 
" Should ih' Eagle die (which Heaven forbid!) 
We ought fome other to provide. 
I do not fay that any now 
Arc fit, but in a year or two : 
And fhould this mighty warrior fall, 
They (hould not want a General." 

As men have long obfcrvM, that one 
Misfortune feldom comes alone ; 
Juft in the moment this was done. 
Ten thoufand foes in fight were come; 
Vultures, and Kites, and birds of prcy^ 
In flocks fo thick — rliey darkened day. 
A long- concerted foice and ftrong, 
Vermin of all kinds made the throng ; 
Foxes were in the fa£lion join'd, 
Who waited their approach to ground, 

Hy every hand, from common fame. 
The frightful face of danger came. 
One cries, " What help now — who can tell ? 
Im glad the Eagle *s here, and well !" 
Another, out of l^reath with fear. 
Says, " Thoufands more near fca appear j 

I They 'II 
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They '11 fwop our Chicken from the door ; 
We never were fo fet before : 
We ^re glad the Eagle will forget, 
And the invaders kill or heat." 

Referv'd and great, his noble mind, 
Above all petty things inclin*d, 
Abhorr'd the thoughts of any thing, 
But what his Lady's peace could bring : 
Who blefs'd him firft, and bade him de 
As he was wont, and beat the foe. 

Burning and reftlefs as the fun. 
Until this willing work was done ; 
He whets his talons, ftretch*d his wings, 
His lightning darts, and terror flings ; 
Towers with a fliglit into the Iky, 
Thefe million monflers to dcfcry, 
Prepar'd to conquer, or to die. 

The party, that fo far was come. 
Thought not the Eagle was at home : 
To fame and danger us*d in field, 
They knew he'd quickly make them yield: 
But, on ailurance he was near, 
Incumber'd, faint, and dead with fear. 
They made with hurry towards the lakes; 
And he his pinions o'er them (hakes. 
They had not (with fuch horror fiU'd) 
The courage to let one be kill'd : 
They fled, and left no foe behind, 
Unlefs it were the fleeting wind : 
Only — a man l>y water took 
Two fine young Merlins and a Rook. 
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The family had now rcpofe t 
But with the fun the Eagle rofc ; 
Til' imperial bird purfucd the foe. 
More toil than reft inur'd to know. 
He wing'd his way to Lacian land. 
Where firft was hatched this murdering bandj 
He darted death where-e'er he came. 
Some of them dying at Ws nanf>e. 
Their mighty foe — a fatal pledge, 
Their bowels tore through every hedge: 
They flutter, ihriek, and caw, and hifs r 
Their ftrength decays, and fears increafe r 
But moil the chevaliers tlie Geefe* 
So many llaughter'd fowl there was, 
Their carcafes block'd-up the ways j 
The reft he drove, half fpenr^ pell-mell. 
Quire to the walls of Pontifell. 

R»l/ui at home, though mad to hear 
He (hould fo conquer every where, 
Expoftulated thus with fear : 
" Ungrateful I, that fo have fiirrVl 
Againft this generous, noble bird, 
Waft thou not firft by him prcferr'd? 
Let 's leave him in his gall to burn. 
And back to Pontifell return.'* 

There fome to chimney-tops afpire. 
To turrets fome th;:t could fly higher; 
Some 'bove a hundred miles were gone. 
To rooft them at Byzantium. 
Alas ! in vain was tlieir pretence. 
He broke through all their ftrong defence r 



} 
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Dmvn went their fences, wires, and all j 
Perches and birds together fall. 

None hop'd his power to with (land, 
But gave the neft to his command; 
They told him of ten thoufidnd more, 
In flocks along the Ganges' fliore, 
Safe in their furrows, free from trouble. 
Like Partridges among the ftubble. 
He fpreads himfelf, and cuts the air, 
And Heady flight foon brought him there4 
Lord, how deceived and vex*d he was ! 
To find they were but meer Jackdaws. 
A hundred thoufand all in light, 
They all couid chatti:r, not one fight. 
** I'll deal by tlitm as is their due : 
<* Shough ! cry'd ibc Eagle ; off they flew." 
His flalhir.g eyes their hearts confounds, 
Though by their flight fecure from wounds^ 
Which was a fignal, fatal baulk 
To a late fvvift Italian Hawk. 

The Eagle would no reft atforJ, 
Till he had fent my Lady word; 
Who when Vat heard the dear i'urprize, 
Wonder and joy ftood in her eyes. 

** My faithful Eagle, haft thou then 
My moral foes deftroy'd again ? 
Keturn, return, and on nic waitj 
Be thou the guardian of mv gate ; 
Thee and thy friends are worth my cart, 
Thy foes (if any fuch there arc) 
Shall XDy avenging anger ihare." 

So 
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So— led new ills (hould intervene. 
She turn'd the Rohin out again. 

The Samiyos now, ia vaft delight, 
Blefs their good lady day and night ; 
"Wilh that her life might ne'er be done. 
But everlafling ^s the fun. 
The Eagle high again did foar; 
The Lady was didurh'd no more. 
But all things flourifli'd as before* 
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lOBIN RED BREAST, WITH THE BEASTS, 

AN OLD CAT'S PROPHECY, 

>ken out of an old copy of Yerfes fuppofed to be 
vrrit by John Lid gate a Monk of iiury. 

BY DR. KING. 

-VOT VRINTEP IN H J S W O R K S^ 

:f\ N E that had in her infant ftatc, 
^^ While playing at her Father's gate. 
Seen and was moil hugely fmitten 
With young Dog and dirty Kitten, 
Had took them up and lug'd them in. 
And made the fervants waih them clean ^« 

When (he to a fit age was growjj. 
To be fole Miftrefs of her own, 

♦ The political drift of this pretended prophecy is ftlll 
lore evident than that of the preceding poem ; the facire 
eing abundantly more perfonal. N. 

Then 
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Then to her favour and ftrange truft 
She rais'd tliefe two; in rank the firft 
The Dog : who, with gilt collar grac'd. 
Strutted about. The cat was plac*d 
O'er all the houfe^o domineer, 
And kept each wight of her in fear ; 
While he o'er all the plains-had power. 
That favage Wolves might not devour 
Her flocks. She gave him charge great care 
To take : but beads uncertain are I 

Now fee by thefe what troubles life 
To <tliofe wliodn their choice- unwifc r 
Put truft in fuch ; for he foon join'd 
With beaft of prey the Dog combift*d, 
W+io fciird the Sheep, and fore tiie Hind ; 
While he would ftand, and grin, and bark. 
Concealing thus his dealings dark. 
A Wolf, or fo, fometimes he'd take. 
And then, O what a noife he VI make ! 
But with wild beafts o'er-run yet are 
The plains : fome die for want of fare. 
Or torn, or kill'd ; the ihcpherds find 
Each day are loft of every kind. 

Thy filly Sheep lament in vain j 
Of their hard fate, not him, ^complain. 
The ihepherds, and the fervants all, 
Againft the traitor loudly bawl : 
3ut there was none that dar'd to tell 
Tlieir lady what to them bcfel j 
For Pufs a Fox of wondrous art 
Brouglit-in, to help, and take tlieir pait> 
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By wliofe aflidance to deceive, 

She made her every lye believe. 

One lucky day, when (he was walking 

In her woods, with fervants talking, 

And iloppM to hear how very well 

A Red-bread funsr, then him to dwell 

With her (he call'd : he came, and took 

His place next to a favourite Rook; 

Where Robin foon Ijegan to iing 

Such fongs as made the houfe to ring; 

He fung the lofs and death of Sheep, 

In notes that made the Lady weep : 

How for his charge the Dog unfit. 

Took part with foes, ?nd fliepherds bit | 

Ev'n from his 1)irth he did him trace. 

And Aew him cur of fliabby rac* ; 

The firft by wandering beggars fed, 

His fire, advanced, turn'd fpit for bread ; 

Himfelf each truft had ftill abus*d ; 
To fteal what he (hould guard, was us*d 
From puppy : known where-e*er he came 
Both vile and bafe, and void of ihame. 

The Cat he fung, that none could match 
For vcliom*d fpite, or cruel fcratch j 
That from a Witch transformed (he came, 
Who kitten'd three of equal fame : 
This dtd, one dead, of tal)by fur 
The third furvives, much noife of her 
Had been : a Cat well known, with eafc 
On errands dark, o'er land and fcas, 

3 She *d 
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She *d journies take to cub of Bear, 
From thefe intriguing bcafts, who fwear 
They'll brijog htin to defend the wrong 
That they have done. Again he fung. 
How Tabby once, in moon-light night, 
Trotted with letter Fox did write; 
■In whiph he fends his bed refpc£ls 
To the Slie-bcar, and thus dirc£fcs : 
** Madam, faid he, your cub fafe fend, 
*' None ihall his worfliip foon offend { 
*' It *s all. I can at.prefcnt do 
^* To ferve him, as his friends well know.*' 

At this the beads grew in fuch rage. 
That pone their fury could afluage ; 
Nay, Pufs her Lady would have fcratch'^. 
And tore her. eyes, but fhe was watch'4 ; 
For- (he M fct up her back, and mew. 
And thrice ev'n in her face ike flew. 
The Dog, like an ungrateful fpark. 
At her would dare to fnorl and bark* 
Her tenants wondering Aood to hear 
That (he their infolence would bear ; 
And offer'd their ai&dance to 
Soon make them better manners knowt 
But ihe, to avoid all farther rout. 
Her window opening, tum*d Bob out ; 
Hoping that then her beads would live 
In peace, and no diflurbance give. 

Yet nothing ibe can do avails. 
Their rage agidnft heriliU prevails ; 
. ! . . Thouj 
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Though Pufs was warn'd to fear their fate 
In lines (by old prophetic Cat 
Writ before her transformation, 
When (he was in the Witch's Aation) 
Foretelling thus : -** When bcafts are grown 
** To certain heights, before unknowa 
** Of human race, fome fliall aloud 
** IfiAatne and arm a dreadful crowd, 
'' Who in vad numbers fliall advance, 
** And to new tunes ihall make them dance s 
*• When this begins, no longer hope, 
** For all remains is ax an<l rope." 

But, not deterr'd by tliis, tliey dar'd. 
With fome who of tiieir plunder ihar'd, 
T* affront their Lady, and confpire 
To many with her money hire ; 
Contemning her, to pay undue 
Regards «nto this bcftial crew : 
Though thefe refembled human ihapes. 
They were indeed.no more than Apes ;' 
Who fome in houfe, and fome in wood, 
And others in Ingh boxes Aoixl, 
That chattering made fuch tyoife and ilir* 
How all was duic to Fox and Cur i 
Till, by their falfc deluding way. 
She found her Aucks begin to ftray* 

Still Robin does for her his care 
And zeal exprcfs ; on whom yet arc 
His thoughts all fix'd. On her he dreams 
Each night. Her prsufes are his themes 

Vol. III. C U 
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In fongs fM day. No^ pecch'd on treid. 
Finding himfclf fecurg and free, 
He pertly fhakj&s his^ Jattk wings. 
Sets up his throat : agaiti he fings, . 
** l!hat flic had left no other way 
To fave her flocks, and end this fray, 
But foon to her affiftance take 
•One who could make tii^fe monilers fbakev^. 
A well-known huntfnian, wlio has ikiil 
Tiirficrceil beaib to tame or kill : 
At her co/nmand he'd coine, and he 
Would makelicr great,. and fet them free 5 
That, fhould thefe beaftj fonie evil day ' 
Bring j^ubinco her grounds, ifae may • 
Depend tliat not herfel£ they'll fpare. 
Since to infult lier Aow they dare : 
All Ihe at beft can. hope for then. 
Is to be fafe Unit up in den ;. 
Since by fure iigns all theie ingrate 
Are known to bear her. deadly hate.** 

He end<s J;iis fong, and prays to HeavCB 
That (he may have the ivifdom given. 
Before it be too late, to ttke 
Such refoIutioQS as may make 
Her fafe, and that thefe beafts no more 
1^0 ravagc.in the plains have power. 
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B I B LI O T H E; C A: A PQej^. 

OCCASIONED BY TTIE SIGHT OF 

A MODERN LIBRARY, 

WITH 

SOME VERY USEFUL. S?I80DES AND DIGRESSIONS. 

PROBABLY BY THE SAME*. 

. 1 Ridioulum acri v 

^^ Foiftius et melius -mannas pleruD^ue fecatrea. 
t< ^tUc 4ui«ii." HoR. 

To 'the moft nobk Prince (Ienry, Duke of Beaufort, 
"Marquis and Earl of Worcefter, Earl of Glamorgan, 
"Baron Herbert, Lord of Chepftow, Ragland, and Gpwer ; 
and the illuftrious Brotherhood f , over which his Grace 
preiides j this Poem is humbly dedicated, by their moft 
obedient^ moft dutiful, and humble fervant. 

♦ This is afcribcd to Dr. Kiag upon conjefture only. Ic 
■was publifhed in 17 12, the winter before he died, by his 
bookieller, infcribed to hh patron, and is very much in bis 
manner. His name is accordingly affixed to the author^s 
notes. The poem is on many accounts worth preferving ; and 
if it is not Dr. King's, it is at leall not by an inferior 
•writer. N. 

f The duke was captain of the band of gentlemen pen- 
fiouers. N. 

C z B I B L r- 
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BIBLIOTHECA*. 

np* H E tea was fippM, Ocella gone 
•*■ To regulate affairs alone 5 
When, from the marriage lumber freed, 
The Do6tor with himfelf decreed 
To nod— or, much the fame, to read. 
He always feem*d a wondrous laver 
Of painted leaf, and Turky cover, 



} 



While 

• Though the intereAs of Virtue and Religion are beft fe- 
Turcd by the fcvereft reafon and argument, yet I hope a lefs 
folemn Recommendation of them to the wdrld may not be 
efteemed a prejudice to either. ' How-oft has a ilubborn folly 
been fuccefsfully arraigned by a candid and eafy rebuke, 
which had lon^ maiotabed itfelf againft a more powerful, 
though a lefs familiar, convi^^ion ! If we can fmile away the 
follies of an advcrfary, fport with his vanities, and laugh 
him into a fenfe of kls errors ; why Ihould we forfeit that 
exquifite pleafure of complacency and good-humour, which 
a malicious confll^ with a rival would moft certainly deprive 
us of ? If we mifcarry in an attempt of this nature, our 
defeat would be the lefs dilhonourable, becaufc we feemcd 
only to play and trifle with" the miftakes of an author ; but 
fhould we, under the maft of a little raillery, wit, and good- 
humour, obtain our end, it would double our fatlsfaAion, as 
•well as the glory of our conqueft. Two impoftant debates 
of the utmoft confequence in religion (Eachard's Contempt of 
the Clergy, and Phiiautus and Timothy) have with won- 
derful applaufe lately appeared in the world ; the beauties of 
their author's llile, the purity of their dlft^on, the elegant 
turn of thought, and above all a torrent of fcvere but good- 
natured wit, drew a thoufand readers to perufe an hypothefia 

I hey 
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While na regard at all was had 
To fots in hornely ruiret chd, 
Concluding he mud be within 
A calf, that woic without hi* Ikinr. 
Scott t, if rn rags, was not admrr'^. 
While Lacy % fcem*d as miich infpir'dv 
Aady >n rich purple nicely dreft, 
Difcours'd as faintly as the bell. 

they little imagined ever to efpoufe ; but they were Infenfibly 
deluded into good principles,, and betrayed into a convidion 
of thofe very truths they came on purpofc to deride and 
ridicule. Where they cxpcftcd to gratify a fancy onFy,. they 
found a more real advantag.e- in the reformation of their 
judgement, and, from admirers of the author's wit and beauties, 
became at laft profelytes to their opinions. If in two or 
three inftances I have rraiifgreflTed my own rules, the Fool or 
the Knave muft be imagined very notorious ; and that thofe 
tender and merciful larfhes that were judged fufficlent for 
little offenders would hrardly have reached the vanirirs of 
the one, or the viHalnies of the other. And if I am 
thought to have injured any perfon in his character, or to 
have faid as much as I am able, I mud beg leave to afTure 
the world, that it was o'.ving to abuxidance of humanity 
and good-nature I did not fay » great deal more ;: and would 
rather advife them to £t cafy and quiet under the innocent 
fcbukes of a fatire, than provoke athen to prepare that 
corrc^ion, which their ignorance, their impudence,, or both, 
have fo juftly deferved. King. 

f John Scott, D.D. author of (he Chriflian Life, 5 vols. R. 
^ A whimiical odd fellow, and a preacher among the 
Camifars. King. — Lacy was one of thofe enthuliads who 
fopponcd t&c French prophets. K0 

C J Qtc.^ 
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Great Sherlock, Barrow, and thofe f&vv 
That teach our paffions to fubdue, 
Without gilt backs he would defpife. 
Which leem'd at beft but dully wife; 
And Bunyaii's Pilgrim Ihew'd the way 
To Para^ife as well as they. 

But, though his thoughts were fix'dtarcad,. 
The treatife was not yet decreed : 
Uncertain to devote the day 
To politicks, or elfe to play ; 
What theme would beft his genius fuir. 
Grave morals, or a dull difpute. 
Where both contending champions boafl. 
The viftory, which neither loft ; 
As Chiefs are oft in ftory read, 
, Each to purfue, when neither fled -^ 

He enters now the Ihining dome 
Where crouded authors fweat for room ;' 
So clofe, a man could hardly fay 
Which were more fixt, the lliclvcs, or th^y». 
Each with his golden, title tells 
Its author's name, and where he dwells-} 
And, to enlarge his credit more, 
Direfts us to his very door j 
Boafting of wonders to be fcen. 
If we have faith to look, within. 

To pleafe the eye, the higheft fpaccf 
A fett of wooden volumes grace 5 
Pure timber authors, that contain 
As much as fome that boaft a brain ; 

^ See the battle of Mcns^ 1709. Kxmo» 

Thac 
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That Alma Mater never vicw*d. 
Without degrees to writers hew'd 1 
Yet folid thus j-ufl emblems Ihewr 
Of the dull bi^herhood below,- 
Smiling their rivals to furvey. 
As great and real blocks as they. 

DiftinguiihM then in even roWs, 
Here ihines the Verfe, and there the Profc | . 
(For, though Britannia fairer looks 
United, 'tis not fo with books ;) j^ 

The champions of each different art / 
Had ftatlons all a(lign*d apart, / 

Fearing the rival chiefs might be ^ 

For quarrels il ill, nor dead agree. 
The Schoolmen firft in long array 
Their bulky lumber round difplay; 
Seem'd to lament their wretched doom. 
And heave for more convenient room ; 
"While do£^rine each of'weight contains 
To crack his (helves as Avell as brains; 
Since all with him were thought to dream/ 
That flagg'd before they fiU'd- a rheam j / 
His authors wifely taught to prize, 
Not for their merit, but tlicir fizej 
No furer method ever found 
Than buying writers by the pound $ 
For Heaven mud needs his bread infpire, • 
That fcribbling fiil'd each month a quire, 
And claim'd a flation on his ihelves. 
Who fcorn'd each fot who fool'd in twelves. 

c 4 Say. 
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Say, Goddcfs ! thou that tak*ft delight 
To live and lodge with folks that write $ 
What numbers juftly may defcribe 
The orders of the learned tribe ? 
Fierce wits, that long at variance flood. 
And drew much ink, but little blood. 
Each other's pardon no^v implore, 
The cudgels drop, and fnarl no> moce | 
And, filling now the felf-fame place, 
>Io longer combat, but embrace^ 

Here vanquiHi'd Beniley, dreading Hill 
The force of Boylc*s vifioiious quill. 
All fuppliant no*Vj devoutly fwore 
He ne'er would queflion ^fop morc^ 
But own each, page authentic flood 
Some centurits before the flood { 
Mho, though the tyrant's bull of brafi 
Did for a mighty wonder pafs. 
On purpofe wrote, to have it knowo 
He made much bigger of his own *". 

Maurus t and Garth theic feuds furvlve. 
And hare in endlefs friendfliip livej 
Kindly concording, oow impart 
Their healing power and rhymmg arti 
Uniival'd heroes both confcft, 
To clofc a life, or break a jeft. 
And b9tb with bQtb Apollo 's| bleft. 



} 



♦ Dr. King's very humourous ** Dialogues of the Dead** 
arc particularly leveled againft this coloiFal critic. N» 
f Sir Richard Blackmore. N. 
X The God of Medicine aad vf Yerfc. N« 

But 
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Bat who can mention Maurus' name, 
. Without a line to crown his fame i 
kUpon whofe brows infpiring hung 
arge poppy wreaths, whene'er he fung, 
/hoie kindred rhymes their nature keep, 
cntly difpoGng folks to fleep ? 

en fay, great Mirror of our Time, 
Klot half fo fam'd for cures as rhyme) 
liy (bould'A thou other means purfuc 
I heal with drugs, when vcrfe will do ^ 
ve tender dilVichs, from thofe drains 
inhere Arthur moans, and Job complains, 
hall ever boaft a power to ftccp 
riie wakeful'ft eyes in downy deep, 
/hen drongeil opiates nought avail, 
Prefcribe thy Mufe, 'twill never fail ,• 
ENe'er trouble phyfick with a cure, 
t Each page of thine will work as furc ; 
With whatfoever ills oppreft, 
*Tis fure to give thy patient reft. 

See next the JVIantuan Bard appears. 
And in his hand th' ^neid bears ; 
Ten thoufand laurels, round him fprcad^ 
Bloom ready to adorn his head. 
Their greens too languid to beftow 
That fame which to his vcrfe we owe* 
Such magick fills each heavenly line. 
We read, and reading grow divine | 
Confcious we feel the extacy, 
And feem infpir'd as well as he ; 

Wiik 
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With him we foaring gain the fiiicf, 
Yet know not whence or how we rife.- 
But fee what clouds of fallen woe 
Sadly obfcucc hislattrel'd brow I 
While the bright giorv, that furrounds- 
His facred head, his forrow drowns j 
In vain the weeping Mufc efl'ays 
To eafe his grief with profFer*d bays ; 
Though, fam'd bciyond the ftarry Iky, 
She vow'd th* -flSneid ne'er fliould die ! 
But, while we thus his grief explore, 
Oh ! view the caufe, nor wonder more i 
See, clofely fixt on either hand, 
His two tranflators * near him ftand, 
Oblig'd to liear them both rehearfe 
His wondrous foog in doggrel verfe r 
Thus doomed to all fucceeding. times 
To gingle in dull Britiih rhymes. 
<• He never thought, great bard ! to fee ; 
** His Roman ladies fipping tea, 
•* Divide Lavinia taking fnuff, 
** Or grave ^neas charge in bufF, 
** Againft his Latian foes advance 
** With muiket now, inflead of launcc j 
** While mighty Turnus owes his fall 
" Not to a javelin, but a ball ; 
** Shot through the belly in the fray, 
•* Expiring a gentccler way." 

♦ Ogilby and Lauderdale. King.— To the latter of thefe 
craofl^tors, however, Mr. Dry den was confiderably indebted. N. 

Had 
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Had Withers, Shirley, m the good 
Caureac of Cambridge near him flood j 
No wrinkle had been feen, nay more, 
Even R — "-ll's felf he could have bore 
(Where Nature, taking wondrojus^ painr 
To furniih guts, ne'er thought of brains) ;. 
But doom*d to perifh by a foe, 
Yet hug the arm that gave the blow; . 
A fate was look'd on too feverc 
For Heaven to fix, or him to bear. 
So much unlike appeared their flrains 
To thofe he fung on Latian plains 
(Begging their readers to difpsnfe 
With pretty cuts inftcad of fenfe). 
That from thofe lines their pencil drew^j , 
Scarce his own felf great Maro knew j 
Till honeft Loggan* let him fee 
In copper-plates it mufl be he ; 
No longer then he could refufe, - 
But from the cuts confefsM the Mufe, 

Oh ! who can view without a tear 
Great Pindar's Mufe, and D'Urfey near }' 
Whofc foaring wit ne'er higher flew 
Than to endite for Barthol'mew, 
Setting, for fots at country fairs. 
Dull bawdy fongs to Purcell's airs ; 
But here how fweetly they combine, 
Their fancies club, and numbers join [ 

* An engraver of fingular cmincncer K. 

While 
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While the bold Grecian nobly (ings 
Of gods, of heroes, and of kings, 
And fomething n>ore than mortal fire 
Exalts his voice« and warms his lyre. 
That, fir'd with each tranfporting page. 
We feel his heat, and catch his rage ; 
While each immortal warrior's name 
His Mufe tranfmits to deathkfs fame^ 
Green wreaths upon their hearfe beftovvs^ . 
And every wound immortal gi ows ! 
But much, oh ! very much below 
Our meek Pindaricks gently flow> 
In fofc and eafy metre creep, 
And jud oblige us not to deep, 
While lovers ftorm, and heroes weepw 
Let thy dnll Pcgafus no more 
To Lyric fong attempt to foar i 
Nor with thy wcrghc prcfumc to ri(e> 
With rival ftrength^ above the (kies. 
Which trots much better than he flies* 
I^t Pindar's Mufc record the flames 
Of heavenly nymphs, celeftial dames ; 
Be thou content to whine, and tell 
How Strephon charm *d, and Phyllis fcll|; 
Or with that willow grace thy fong. 
Where late despairing Chloe hung,. 
While the fad tree the i\ory owns, 
Sprouting each May with (igUs and groan?. 
Which, fann'd with Zephyrs, never fail 
To waft abroad tlie doreful ule^ 



} 
} 
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And ihall to future times remain 

Sacred to Love and Chloe llain. 

Bright heroes in thy lift (hall (land, 

In modem brunts that held command^ 

Whofe bold adventures (hall out-ihine 

The heroes alLof C«far*s line. 
. Brave Arthur and his daring crew 

Shall kill each mother's fon they views 

And great Pendragon's faul blade 

Convert each foe into a ihade ; 

Guy for Alcides ihall command. 

And Highgate for Olympus (land. 
See next, in purple feated high, 

A dazzUng Wit • attrafts the eye. 

Inviting, with his radiant hue. 

If not to read, at lead to tM$ ; 

Though his dark lowering afpcft (hews. 

That Nature meant the fool for profe j 

To wafte his little fenfe and time, 

In broaching any thing but rhyme. 

Yet by degrees the wretch arofe 

To trade in verfe, from vending hofe -f } 

And fliil, in Nature's fpire, thinks meet. 

Though not InfickSf to deal in feet. 

The toothlefs fatire that he writes 

No other but its author bites 

(Like thofe miftaken curs of yore 

That for the flag their mafter tore) j 
♦ De Foe. He wrote a dull fcandalous libel on all tbc 
Englilh nobility, called " The true-born Englilhrman." King. 
f Dc Foe's firft proftflion. N. 
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Where harrtiirf^ pun and witty clinch 
Mumble fometimes, but never pin^h 5 
And, aiming at « wound, are fure * 
To give us fmUeSy-and work owr cure. 
•Hadll t\\tm DO other damning crime, 
Juftice might fairly urge thy rhyme r 
Heaven's votaries have dill pixtesncc ' 
To pipty, at lead to feftfe ; 
>But villains <laiU as well as rude 
A double juftice muft exclude. 
"If e'er thy (ins thou doft rchearfc. 
Be fure intears clap-in thy verfei 
Pardon for that with fighs implorCt 
■Confefs ihy guilt, and write no more; ; 
Content to match tliy fame with thole 
That live, an^rjBg^ 4ie, in pFo(((« 
But, if no couafel can reclaim 
Thy daring pen, and fancy taiBe, 
1 liat Engine * view, where lately hung 
'Thy Mufc, and thee exalted fung ; 
Let that at lead engage diy fears« 
And drop thy pen, to fave thy e^rs, 
^Oh, ^f what ftrange and powerful ufc 
Are pillories to infpire a Mafe ! 
Hark, in wliat hymns and grateful lays. 
The pendent bard refounds their |)raife 1 

• He wrote. an infamous libel called <* The fhorteft Wa 
for, which he was apprehended and flood in the pillory 
vhich afterwards he wrote a " Hymn^" Kinc 

5 • Fi 
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-From rottcQ eggs, th^t round him flew, 
His happy ipfjMfntions drew, 
"Whofe balmy {cent infpir'd liis veia 
To fend them, back ia verfe again. 
Oh, help, Apollp ! now 's the time. 
To {kvA.thy fon for future -rhynje ! 
•Sre on his wooden throne difipai<ii 
•He, peeping tlirough, impbrgs thy aicl. 
The only .time, he ever prayed i 
And begs thee to relieve his wants, 
iln Helicon or kinder Nap^^s, 
A liquor, of las foFcrcign ufc 
As Aganippe's poble juice,' 
"To raiCe and cl^er iiis drooping Mufe | 
See round his yenf rabie h^ii ^ 
Bright turnip.-gr^^p^s for l^uiej fprpad] 
The luftre that hi^ tcm^lcf crown'd. 
In fable fhowcrs pf ordujc-^ droWn'd. 
Yet, Phopbus, Jet this wrench fi^ryive^ 
Revenge thyfelf, and let hira Ijve ! 
(Ador'd by thofe his fancy Mufe 
Jn fcoundrcl fatire durft abufe, 
Where oft the ftarving villain fed, 
CringM for a groat^ and favvn'4 f^r ijMread ) 
Atoning thus for each offence 
Committed againf^ thee^nd fenfe, 
Till all the fluff the idiot wrote 
Will fcarce.gain credit for a groat ; 
Till, ftarv'd and rotting in a gaol. 
He trucks his poetry for ale 

. (Too 
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(Too richly pay'd if his three parts 

Will fetch him in as many quarts) ; 

And Ihould his boafted labours bring 

But pence befule.to buy a ftring. 

Let him, th' experiment to try, 

Swing his own " Shorted Way*," and die f 

Chaucer, the chief of all the throng 
That whilom dealt in ancient fong 

• ( VVhofe laurel'd fame (hall never ceafe. 
While Wit ciin charm, or Humour pleafe). 
Lies all in tatters on tlie ground, 

Witli dud indead of laurels crown'd ; 
- Teaching mankind that Poets have 
With vulgar Wits one common grave j 
That all their boadcd labours mud 
Like other folks fubmit to dud ; 
Partake their fate the common way. 
And verfe itfelf be turn*d to clay ; 
That none (hall tell, while mix'd we lie, 
Which mighty Spenfcr was, which I ; 
Nor, in one common <iungeon thrud, 
John Dryden's from John Bunyan's dud > 
Empty alike both &ulls we view, 
Of tlie fame thicknefs, form, and hue ; 
Unknowing now which pate contains 
The greater dock of fenfe or br»ns i 
While Bunyan here is every whit 
As bright, and looks as like a wit j 

• An alluiion to one of his trafts, called '< The Shorted 
** Way with the Diflcntcrs." N. 

For 
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l^or the grim J«w of hungry Time 
Has no regard at all for rhyme, 
But bluntly down together mows 
Wits fam*d for verfe, as well as profe j 
Commanding cffc the felf-fame hearfe 
To hide the p«et and the verfje^ 
While fweetiy in one common tire 
trhe labour and the bard expire, 
^his Tutchin ^ found, whofe works a While 
With melting foftnefs charm'd our i^ 1 
Sut, when their dying iord withdrew. 
They took the iunt, and vani(b*d too^ 
Thus Job t» Md thus the Britilh Priocc f^ 
•Were once, but never heard of iince. 

The Mufe that in immortal iayjs 
:So nobly fung £liza> praife, 
i^Extoll'd, bontath a. fancy 'd name. 
No Fairy but a BritiJh dame) 
With all his boa (led power to favc 
All other laurels from the grave. 
In a dark corner ruddy thrown, 
Now wants a power to favc his own 4 
Though Heaven itfelf his bofom fir'd. 
And all the God his bread infpir'd, 
That Plioebus i*elf from 8pcnler*s Mufe 
Might fofter flrains and numbers chuie | 
Make Daphne ,liikn to his lay. 
And force the flying nyinph to flay 1 

•« Of whoia, fee the Supplement to Swift. . K. 
-f Two. fffSTM ky fir KkhajNi Blackmore. Kino. 
VOL. UI. B Wi* 
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With all his wit defervcs no more, '^ . 

Than a poor Ihelf behind the door? 
His heroes in each warlike page 
In hotter feuds muft now engage ; 
And foes more dreadful here withfland. 
Than all they drubb'd in Fairy Land i 
Regardlcfs nbw of ravifh'd dame, " 
Each guards a cufltard from the flame, 
Tiiough whilom they difdain*d to lie 
Beneath fo weak an enemy. 
Brave Gyon and Sir Britomart, 
Indead of nymphs, prote6k a tart ; 
Th(Aigh once averfc to warm defirei 
Arc deftin'd now to fall by fire ; • 
All his braVc chiefs in order fry, 
And every warrior faves a pye. 

Melodioifs Wither * by himfclf. 
In learned tatters, bends a fhclf. 
Though none fo bafe as to difpute 
His title to a "better fuit ; 
He fadly moans, expos'd to air. 
His cover thin, and livery barei 
Grinning with envy to behold 
His meanef rivals ihine in gold. 
Thy dying Mufe, when urg'tV by fate, 
Might fure hive claini'd to lie in ftatc; 
Though living'fcom*d, and never read. 
Like other things, admir'd when dead t 

* Of 6corge Wither, whdfe memory is p!T(*ervc3 with 
tonjull contempt by Swift zni- Pope, fee Dean Percy's 
«• Reli^ues of Ancient Fociry," vol. III. p. 196I N. 

But 
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But fee ! ike htrdly is allowed, -*'* 

Mingled among the Common crowd, L 

The wretched honours of a (hroud. J 

But both togcthfermtiflr decay, 
Kindly confume and turn to clay 1 \' ' 
Vo curious eye IhaM e*er prefume * 
To alter her appointed doom ; 
Her peaceful l^burs to moleft. 
But feal thtm tip m^^dltfs reft, ' " i ' ' 
That deep allbW hct'in the grive, • 
Which ftfe to all, whfen living, gavfc^ ' *'* 
Clofe4)y the door, iriiot betiiiid,' *" * ' ^ 
Poor Ovid had a place a/fign'd J ' * 

And, in a miiftyVcoroier pent^ * ' 

Begg'd fot"a'T6c6qd"bani(hmcnt| ' ' '[] 
Witli all his Wit^| 'clofc fatiini'd betWeei' "^ 
Two rival bards of Alierdeen,' ' ' ^ 

The firft of jill'flie. bbrthern cfiniie ' " 
That turned aiTveriturers in rhyme, 
To'teach mahk'ffad,' a^d let them fee ' ' ' ' 

How zeal and vitVfe may Well agree; ' * 

And that fuch pibus folks ^s rhty 

Can rhyme fometimes, as^ell as pray. ^ 

Inftead of Agin'ippi^'fe flood. 

From Britifh ftreains each dratik as gbod| 

And boaftedf Irills as high as that ' 

Where Phoebus hhd hi§ Mufcs fat. 

With this fmall ditFerence aloncj '• 

That had two heads,' "and- ours 'but one! 

Though no foft Tybcr rdlls along -» ' 

To aid their verfe,' anSiratfe their fong* 
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Great Humb«:^'s ilre;g|i9 and* Splway's tide. 
As full ofiDfpiut^oii^g^de;. 
With fancies frauglit thc^i^ w^tsrsc flQ>«» 
And; r6ll ^tl) i^^ures, as tWy, gp ^ 
Inflead of VirgjU's. if«r|Bd pagf » 
That u^'d his w.oo^qr. to engage^ 
•^He now actendsLtbc^r^gid figbt& 
Of doughty hfiffo^Sy/ hairdy«kiughtSy 
One leg lq>p'4.<rfff that urgjd.heripc 
As fierce m^, >yhc{u thcyrfoij^ht oa ,twi|i , 

3?or Turnus,|[Ce8t, Argyll cootpWu. 
^nd Douglas tor. JBdiw. Aanda |. 
Though Kincardin, .appear too loflig 
To rhyme In YX^^e , a^d. ,Q4q(^ ^^E^ 
What.hery^ijif ih?/i^liao IVlufc 
i£'er, founded half Co bi^ as' Bruce I . 
EntailM mojre gjqry on his racp 
Than his bojjdi Pivpcckin Gheyy*ciiace.f 
Where diw^hty chiefs, refiown'd'foi: 6^f^ 
Obfcur'd thfi.Reffia^ valouj; qmie^ 
Whofc iilly.arpis upon, record^ 
Were only, vMlgV pike and^fword, 
'Wlubthefe with guA and jpiAol^found 
.A aeasecway theii: fbj».to wounds 

Behold the bard .wfaoie darii^ pen . ^ 

The fquabbles dpf^w hyfiox .Gods and^mei^ , - 
Alone upon a dufty jQieJtf : : . • ^ 

Ikfcril)& their combatSLJ>y luinfelf^ : _ '^' 
For ages pad no ino^4 fight 
■Had oncc4)cticiM thcfarirm^fis*^? ■ 
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None luiomiigrif H^ champions fk>|Lit 
Bogag'd in Rtmottr or wUliout ; 
Whether the foe Mxvk'd the wall . . , 
With bactehag rami in: iron ball. 
How the fanv*d Troy a( kqgth wa$ ytor^ 
With horfc of .tuaWc jorpf bene. ^ . 
The weeping <^geen of Beattfy. found. . 
No reader a> lament b^r wound ; 
And not a f6ol foe years ha4 ipca«t . ^ >. 
Whofe troqps ^ucfuod^ whofe-I^g^n$>Md i, . 
While Heaven'^ jl^i^ -aid both fides invoke^ . 
How Jwc.hJ^e^f (|Cfci|r*4 » ^r^ke^ , » ■ , 
And, no celdiiaBniedkine founds ,,, „ 
Took-up witlf^JT^^uDfipf Im wdu^^ ■ .. V 
But, bindw^g.Tp«)>ispfe|i)^r,fw«rc . , '? ^y 
He ne'eiP WAvdd Ua»& Qlyi^piis nioi^fs . ^ 
Or peep ft pmJHcare^'s ^curev fliade^^.. \ .k 
To view a^/iijcli. ^^^5 Wades, " , / r; 
Who, warnng^fpr jfa,ifirApwze, , ..,, j. 
Had na regi^ for Peities : . , , * '^ '^ ^ 
How Parisi frtf; from •ho(lile;tar$ 
Engaged ^t hbm.ei m.fc^ \yars ^ , ' 
Bade rival herops.itTiv:e for- fame, * ^ 

Iia deathlefs annals write their name ^ ' / 
While bleft wit^^Jielep'^.lovely eyes^ ,^ 
They ihar*d/th^ blows, ^nd .he. the pnzc^ ^ 
In Beauty's QiU^ faisjouth cBaployMj./', . 
And, as they^ con<|\i?r'd, !iic enjoy'd,. . 
Oh ! who can^hiM ikiisKMr-d defcry. 
"lEhe great Mm>pi«n poorly llf.| 
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EntombM in dufty nor on 'his liearfe 
Kindly bcftow one grateful vcrfc ! 
Shall dates contend his birthright's fame. 
And we not tremble at his name, 
lOur great arrears of duty pay. 
And gratitude, as well as they ; 
Without a tear his heroes yiew. 
New labours urge, new toils purfue. 
More fatal far than all they bore 
Oh fam*d Scamander's bleedtiig fliore ? 
Gteat'Friam in a kite afcends. 
And He6^or's felf a cafement mends ^ 
Kew trials for their ralour '^d, 
Inilead of men, to combat Wind; ' 
The fturdy Greek, " Whofe hardy hide 
Could fhoaks of oak or Heel abide; 
And, wbrn inf^ead of hardeft (>uff. 
Was deeih'd both- fv/M indj ba'dgel proof^. 
Is (Irangely now^ ftirp'rizM fo feel 
More places mortal' than \\h tiefer* ; 
But heroes well fufch' .f!?ghts ma^ bear 
When Gods themfelrts pQ better fare f 
Hermes, accuflomM ta'the ^Tes, 
Aloft in fiery rockets rtic§y/' , '. 
Swi&er than when from Jdve he ftew 
To Dear fome amorolis billdt-iSoux ; 
And vhrn^ tlK unexp6£l!ng dame 
To drefs before his'liighYitfs ca'me.. ' 
Phoebus, \vilh all his Kiftrc 'brij^ir, 
Isorim'd to (feck a Clulllfflas' lights 
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( All other lights exceeding^ fzr 

As he hirofelf puc-ihines a fUr) 

Till the bright God, thjU .all diings bums, , , 

Flaming himfelf, to aihes turns. ... 

The mighty Mars, for sdl he looks 

Fierce both in battles and in books. 

k •" ' 

Stript of his armour, on the floor 
All peaceful lies^ and flruts no more I 
With Juno's wondrous witty fpeech, 
Ocella fairly wip*d her breech j 
Her birth and godhead nought avail, 
Treferr'd to jakes from madam*s tail, 

Gallus *, whofe numbers oft have cliarm'a 
The coyeft nymph, and coldeft warm'd 
(Doubly obliged to fee and hear 
The verfe fo fwcet, and he fo fair). 
Is doom'd by too fevere a fate 
To fing within an inch of Tate I 
While both beneath the fclf-fatne cathtr. 
Like fair and foul in April weather. 
Kindly concord, and rhyme together. 
Thus huve I often at a play, 
Survey'd a nymph, prof utcly gay. 
With all the charms of nature grac'd, 
Clofe by fome wrinkled beldam placed j 
Oblig'd to hear the dowdy thing, 
Her triumphs. boaft, and conquefl fihg, 
Whofe breath the want of charms fupplics. 
And kills more certain than her eyes. " 

* John Sheffield, duke of B«»ckinghar% N. 
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Oh ! quickly, Ifeairteous Q^ccn of Ldvt, * -^ 
Thy fuffcring favpuHie hence rcmonc'; 
Witii thy own htod diy darling biiilg 
Where Ad<3ifqri ipd C6ngreire ftttgf ' 
(By whofc K^rmphiqtis'art and cari ' " 
Thy matcHlcis bcal^d'es Ainc more ^)t 
To Pripr join his rival bays, ^ 
Or, liflening to fofi Cowley's lays. 
Let him, Intent on Walter's lyre, 
To reach his diiring Hights afpire ; ■ • * 
To Heaven the wondrous Mufe purfu* 
With equal Arcngth and foftnefs too. 

Har]^, how tHy liKs'' weeping fbgre 
Begins thy abfence. to depTore ! 
And all her peniive nymphs in vain 
Recal thee to her banks again ; 
No more the^r drooping heads they tci^ 
Above their waveii, thy fbng to hear> 
While in their bread a double fire 
Thy mufw; and thy charms infpire^ 
Then gently Ml bei\eath the tide» 
Their blulkes and ihf power to hide.. 
See how her fwans their pride forego. 
In murmuring, fighs confefs their woe f 
Stretch'd on their watery beds they He, 
And all timr oofy paflure fly ; 
No more with iilver wings divide* 
And downy breads, the parting tide^ 
As when with eager hade they fltw 
Thy dlftanc mufic topttrrtte> 

And 
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And, by tky ♦oicv !}i(bri»fttcl, try ■ 

To charm roort {eh]y, u they die f 

Bar, «4iy« gMM -BeMifnt^ a£k infpift^ 

Demand fan tvkcv add datm bi« hfn t 

Bright t9 record tke pKiiaK^ ikame^ 

In verfc, aslaOitig affhiafiuAe-i 

Thy fmiling Tlnroes fjrgeta hk \vo«>! i 

Refigns the Mufii, aodibidi lier g(H T 

Nobly to fm^\ti deMith )a^, 

Her own, t)eneadt the beio'^piiaife* 

Inuncntal Camdeix * ishere ««tnp}4iA^ 
Curling a^oriuek^ »iel^ faini i 
In modern charms expos'^ to vkw^ 
He fcarce his own Brittaoia knew^ 
Adorn'd with ifiKotiders whkk his ey«^ 
A levei-'s ikiough^ cottid n«m fpyu 
Here he bohokh hwgtf for^» rife 
From Danifh Mood, a«d meet^ lihe Aie»| 
While each oompkcthing oee fffccaxts 
The fate of their vmhappy ]o{d&» 
There Elder weefis, ifont. bkedhig ireiiv 
Greafe Sueao't fiiU, and Caaufce {lain 9 
While wintex>*ADwer8^eafih.r611mg yeir^ 
Gay en their vcirdaof ftlilks tppoaf ^ 
Bkomr from the cekbrated Thora ft 
Mince-^pie^ and witKtows^to-;ador%- 
Which fomc ialAgift*d« . difough unt«u1y» 
Not in Decembeig born^ bflt Ju^» 

* See Dr. Gibfon's edition of (Camden- iCmo. 

f See in thefame boc>kj Mi^cIesotCMoiittorf Ai>ky. Il>. 
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See, drawn by hit enchanting hand« • •• , 

Britannia feems a Fairy Land j :, . 

Druids* and Bards f recent each grov^,.- . 
And nymphs in.eyery thicket in(»re.:;/^»., .r 
To dreams and cooling ihades retire,: • ' 
Kindly to blefs feme gentle fquircf 
Unwilling yet too far to fbray, 
For fear of Satyrs in the way. 
Spenfer, whoient his chiefs fo far 
To purchafe-^me in feats of war, < 
Might herei not fioirc'd abroad to roam^ 
Have met with giants nearer home^.. 
His heroes trembhog to defy .. 
Fierce Tudor or ▼i&orious Guy. 
'Twas pity* Sidney's fam*d defign • '■ ' 
So long, great fag6,.p(receded thine^ . : . : . 
Philoclea elfe the crown had worn^ 
And Muiidorus here been born ;. 
Clofe by her Tanquiih'.d lover's 6de - 
The fair Pacthenia too had dy'd. . 
Thy every page prefents our fight 
With chiefs as brave^ and dames as bnghti 
As i4 her fam'd Arcadian plain 
Romantic Gxeece could ever feign ; 
And for the time lo come fliall Aore Xis 
With warriors great as Muiidorus, 
And«cyery grove oMige our fight 
With virgirij^ a$ Pamela bright ; - ^ • 
That, fu^niOi'd with fair rural diimes, 
Frote6ilog fcjuires, and lovers flames, 

* The Arcadia. Kiyo. 
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We nc*cr ftallwim: a chief for fig^t^- m :. T 
"Wliilc tliou>aiid great Ccnrtn^fr' wfite-^- : 

On^ day the DaGtotf qohe o^eiXQine . ... .'.' 
With lufcious tales of Greece and' RoiBffi .T 
Inftead of takidg tea or. air,- : • ' • ■• — • .' ^' 
Docs to the ifomale ^yorld ijcfMin . i - i 

To pleafehimfelf among xbe. fair .. 
(Where if noTe^e Was- to4>dibUDd9. . 
He 's fttM to bo/obligU wkh fouh^l) . .^ 
Sappho had .fbftnsfii^ but her foiig: . : 
Was jargon all in fuch )a tongue^ ...r-:.,'.. 
Requiring ^ooHinubh pains to (fl^k> - ' t 
And labour for/het wit in Qrcftkr • :' 
Which would. hate edify 'd: as mvch : 
Recorded' in Ghincfe or Dutch-' . ' . . . 
Dacier, thoi:^h pennM with fo rouoh eafe. 
Too muoh.a critick» feenVd to^pteafe, .. 
But, being courtly and wellrbred, : » 
And pleasid with; that he never read;. , 
Smiling 09 every page flic wrkv -. - ' 
Takesjier on:truft.to bi a wit. 
Italian daoaes his ears furprize^ . . ' 
With harmony of 0*s and I's, 
So foft tlie tender vowcfs cfume,' '^ 
No haihcr fenfe e'er naarr'd ^he'^rhynicy ' 'J' 
Of flreiigtti deprtvM mqre gently flbw^ " 
And warbfe.inufically I9W ;. ' -/ 
But, when his fe'atching judgement found» 
Negle^ing fc^e,.they Audy'd fqynd,^ '/ , 
To BritilV dapaf s he next apply'd ^..c; . 
.For that which t^reece and Rome deny'd^ 
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Andfoug^'to>id(l4Ml»-cuMfttlffii» • 

A fong ntiTe^rattM^to iiM tar:; •: 

Where inmnn^ m(m^ iWf^ek edniptfc'j r 

To iMADB)tlle.rtfkfty<iiid Vkyikifdis fldotirfd* 
^ Wh— n «^thc oaUdb Iwtaft rtighk>ri»Tftj.. 

But thatfheCVllerii'teb^Mitk'Of lo«i«i' 
*^- Of: burning flBiti#ilifltf<h»-d*iiffti' 

That cvrtry iiAe 4qi iftdAi^^lifti 
Singer.)'^ by tairtiiib anil hknif^fe'iiitfte 

For mudc aod the vtiyminf^tralafcoy'. 

For her weak^giafki% foter^ tooihigb^w ^ 

And loft har'Muft «lMve the1ky<9 

A flaming foh, (s bnlianc lights 

In every v6rfev«df^<ft osr figlit^ ....... 

Diffiife their daizikkg beihis f^dmifbfi 

And fiot onelhte "mthtkit R'ilah! 

Through fiammb bf light :ii9e (etm io^sove^ 

And tread on ^hing orbs i^bovc^ : 
Orinda (neMC «l«mttn4l8 his tiew,/ 

Por titles famfd, Jkid ^hymin j; mo | ( * 

And had beenfdld^ boiit tbA fafiPiiBR^ 

To be admir'd^nm ^ite to0ioo§. ' 

* This fccms intended ftafW^Vtoni ^utij cannot he 
lady, whofe poems are priated in the fixft vplume of this < 
le^tloM. It mavrf robaWy he the firft wife ot" tfee marquis 
Wharton, who, \frl walpoie ^Sj.w'as'a fbetefs, and 
an article in tito General IS^id»^V.!,' t'Xnow>iotHb'^of 
vorks. 11. 

f AftcrwaV4V th^ ^ckhlrjftcd itfrS. fe<«re> ' *.- 
+ Mrs. Phihipsl StUtdt 11. ^ i!e»v'"lii' 

,}.\ii:...^l: . -..:.-.j .'. -i.v ;• r--^h 



Their miftiitft*^Bt«<tf .pritfete fhff^i 
:Her numbers glide bot wontliwii 'i«M5 ' 
^nftead df Hiptwe give D8 ilcepi • 

Andy ftnVifcrg to* be htitlible/ ettra!»- 

Philippson reffiif liier pgflibii told^ 
^^Intreats the yoiith to^be kfs cotd> 
. Begs him, While natare ^tertm deniiei^ 

To roindlier wity'tnd aot ker^ycr^ - 

Infbru^ the Mvke hofw to w«oe. 

And (hews what Ihtit art wttt d6» 

A virgin's yidding Iretrt ta merr*-, ' •* ♦ - 

And melt a bceaA ineli nM to- lovifl^ 
' Softnefs>her<ivtnr ofiftafc^fiippiiti^ 
. She faints' iti everjr lhjfc> 8«d ^tati 
. Again reittittes neir tendbr luratnji 
. And onfjf H^cs tcrdye again. 
' Unhappy -.n»itl,'cas3ffi6t-t^ 
rSome neater Wiy to wedkrcfcichftfeto 
: She warble With fo iU a. grace, N 

Thy airs are coadcr than- thy fic^t 

And will be fOQtrd (beH^eNsae) (Ht: 

To frighoen ten, -for bnethey kiH. 

Bear Phy His, their^ leave off- lit <tmtf 
^LoVerS are ne'er ttvpattft'd byidhytoe | 

jfij Mfbbiin or th^ needle tak«r 

Each will as deep^ imprefHons makof 

And, to enjoy the youth's embrace^ 

Calhier thy Mufe, and flick ter lace* 

A croud of other females' paft^ 

^Whofe fame for verie ihfdl^i^r J[^ 

Whiio 



Thy rage the vrarriora iu>iM oat-Ar^ 
Eating up fights md hams too !> 
In fpight of all thtir gwia and fkdi^ 
Devour a.cbampioa ac daah meal ; 
Bhifipp't b«it mm-hkft «rotf1d jnMf 
And fcniee fi» macb Phasfifili&'t £cld4 
'Great Amnion's fon* ikkuH^ hcseiybmii^ 
To be demoJilh'd at< a^ bb^ 
AU others concp^nngf! daetn'd to he 
Subdued at ha hf pttn|r Tboe ( . 
But fagf, whUeiii^jF momt a» g^» 
If not for fenfe^ as leftft.for food^ 
Crowded on every, ibelf j^ipe^r 
Why, jmyuons v«rauqf only hera^ 
See, from thrir&ir-^piW^nif nc dr^viBr 
^Hcre fprawl$ 4:Q«pidn t^e a Lqv^ f . 
:^Unarm*d, die yiMiilg^itffllefrtak ibewr 
This wants^a iiflfi^ and that m> howr 
And tears in mjg^f iheams diitil^ 
Roli^d of il^r^te^lstQ^ wound iPfl:kttL> . 
Fair Vcnus>. in a p<ti6*e mood, 
Sadly laments bar i|>umji>kidriKiod $ 
That noughc tie^id^a.i^ii of lawn ■ 
Was o'er hf r radiant ftoolders draw% 
While two meakooore, ^without my care^ . . < 
Had (IrippV th^ biiMdf in|( Geddtifs bare, 
Nor does f»r Beauty -s wonadcd Q^eciv 
•^onfefs alope thy little fpken i 
TheMufe, whom brighter. ckarmaadorSj 
«Lamefifts hoiiBif in piecea tonu 

4 ' - -S 
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^e, fcittcr'd round thy dark abode. 

Here lies a Satk-e, there an Ode, : >» 

Ccafing, through thy malignant fpite. 

Or this to praife, or that to bite ■: -> 

And Elegy, init now too late, 

Laments her own untimely fate 5 

Thofe tears, defign*d for lovers^ moan, 

Sadly applying to her own. 

A limping line there wants a foot. 

The Thyme nihb*d off, and ferffe to hoot. 

And mangled now, without a ciofe. 

Degenerates into rufUbling prcrfe j 

A fol'rtary verfe alone, 

His partner quite devour'd and gone. 

There weeps, he can no longer chime 

And warble with his feHow- Aytne ; 

With the fad difmal lofs perplcx'd, 

He drives to ginglc with the next, 

•His ftrength the fame, and foftnefs too. 

But, wanting found, it muft not do. 

Say than, before this murdering thumb 
Relentlefs feails thy certain doom. 
What art or cunning can repair 
Tl\e ruins df the injur'd fair? 
Patch up her mufic, and reftore 
The nymph harmonious as before ?*' 
But fee, too proud to malce amends 
<As filence ftill on guilt attenck), 
Specchlefs the vermin turns away, 
With not one fingjc word to fay, 
^OL. IXI. E Con- 
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Confefling thus the bloocly crime 

Of wounding wit, and murdering rhyme. 

Take then a life, propitious maid, 
■Sent to atone thy wandering (hade ; 
Though vile the- gift, 'tis yet tlie aroft 
I now can give thy injur'd ghoft. 
But let one foe, thus nobly (lain^ 
Thy reeking altar ferve to flain. 
Till thoufands more, before thy eye, 
To plcafe thy glutted .vengeance, die ; 
Thy foul thus giving, by their doom. 
Through endlefsrfcenes.of blifs to roam. 

Diverted from the doleful fong 
He dill fc«m*d C4ger to prolongs 
Horace, lin fad and mournful flrains, 
To liHening Pheebus thus complains ; 

** Patron of vcrfe, and God of days, 
Infpirer of our voice and lays ; 
Permit-nic, in fome difmal cell. 
With Goths or Leyden bards, to dwell, 
Or toxonfume my .wretched time, 
'Twixt Dublin verfe and.Glafgow rhyme ; 
iNay, to augment my laft defpair. 
Place Ayloffe's* felf and iMarvell =t ther* 
(A fam*<i<lull>pair, that 'purely wrote - • 
To raifc our fpleen, and die forgot) : 
If, fuffering thus, !my works may be 
Tiom cticicks and. translators. free ; 

* Captain Ayloffe, author of «< Marvdl's Ghoft." 
^ Thc;facireoa Marvell.is wonderfully aiiiplaced. 
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Or,^in one wiih, to fuiri up all 
The plagues that can a wretch befall ; 
IMay it be doom'd my harder fate 
To read whatever they tranilate j 
And heary"for great Augu(\us' name. 
In dull ^leroicks Arthur^ ^ feme^ 
His file in modem ftory pafs 
'For what my lov'd Mascenas was : . 
»Let theirs exceed my hero's prtiTe, 
To f^re my Mufe fiom. Creech and Bay^es !" 

A Proteus ^ Wit ftlmoft cfCcapes, ...,;.. 
That writes and'€9ols in fifty ihapes | . 
To pleafe in every art prepar'd, . 
An Atheifl now, and novr a Bard, 
Thyfician (Irait, another time 
Projrfting tools t© work in rhyme ; . 
Or forging odd receipts to make 
Vesfe/duller than hist Worlhip*s, take. 
Horace, moft couitly •grown and ktnd^ . 
£xa6ily fpeaks the Poet's mind, 
StandfT fponfor, by his worth and fame. 
To guaird his infant Mufe from Ihame s. 
Whilfl he in mighty fccrets deals, 
And beauties longobfcur'd reveals, 
Does from his own prefcriptions fall. 
Gives fifty rules, and breaks them all ; 

• See Ae Mortality of the Soul, and Liccntia Poecica 
difcufled, written by Dr. Coward. King. — To the LIcenti4 
Poetica was prefixed the firft known poem of Mr. Gay, 
S^ the Engliib Po«tS| vol. XLI. p. 207. N. 

£ I Thou^k 



MISCELLANY POEMS.' 

Though he that farthcft from them ftraya 
Bids fairclV much to win the bays. 
From vcrfe he haftens to difputc 
Himfelf into a nobler brute. 
Greatly refolv'd his murdering quill 
Should, certain as his^phyfick, kill: 
He needs would have mankind control 
The univerfe without a foul j 
That matter, nicely wrought and fpun,' 
Might Mil thofe roiglity feats have done, > 
Which anticnt dottfrds were inclin'd 
To attribute to Thought and Mind ; 
Thus, as the threads are drawn, it hits, .. 
The coarfe are fools, the fine ones wits j 
"While others, of a middle fizc. 
Prove harmlefs thing^^ not dull nor wife; 
And hence it plainly comes to pafs. 
That Coward's now what Sternhold was^. . 
Becau(e» in Nature's forming lift. 
His threads were of a clumfy twift ; 
And Chance had fo contrived his doomi 
To draw him from a hobbling loom. 
A proof within himCelf he feels, 
That all mankind is mov'd by wheels : 
That chains, and pendulums, and fprings^ 
With twenty other curious things, 
Were firft by artful Nature matle. 
Ere clocks and watches form'd a trade. 
Exchange, great fir, a word or two. 
And your fain*d thefis Hill may do { 
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** Thou art thyfclf compleat and whole« 
** Thy verfcs only want a foul, 
*< While Ijoth a different fate (hall try, 
** Thou half, and they entirely die, 
** Condemned by thee, not partial Fate, 
«< E'er to Uhold a future ftate !** 
Behold a modcft * Bard refufe, 
The laurels waiting on his.Mufe I 

Pity 

* Mr. Edward Holdfworth, author of the " Mufcipula," 
a poem which is elleemed a mallcr-piece m its kind, written 
with the purity of Virgil whom the author fo perfeftly 
underilood, and with the pleafantry of Lucian, was ele^^ed 
demy of Magdalen college, Oxford, in July 1705 j took his 
degree of M. A. April iS, 171 1 ; became a college-tutor^ and 
had a confiderable number of pupils. In January 1715, when, 
according to the order of focceffion at that time obfenred, he 
was the next to bie chofen into a fellovrihip, he refigned his 
demiihip, and left the college, being determined againft 
taking the oaths to the new government. From that period 
he was employed to the time of his death in travelling with 
young noblemen as tutor. He died of a fever at lord Di^rby's 
at Coldbill, in Warwicklhire, Dec. 30, 1747. He is the 
pcrfon of whom Mr. Spence fpcaks in Polymetis, p. 174, 
as one who ijnderftood Virgil in a more njafterly manner 
than any perfon he ever knew. See alfo p. 232 and 276. He 
was the author of a diflertation intituled *' Pharfalia&Phin, 
*' lippi, or the two Philippi in Virgil's Georgics attempted 
" to be explained and reconciled. to hiilory, I74i«" 4to. and 
of a quarto volume of " Remarks and Diflertations on VixgiJ; 
** wkh fome other claflical obfervations, publilhcd'* [under 
K 3 tbA 
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Pity fijrft taught her how to fing, 
To try her voice,, and prune her. wing ; 
Touched with a tender. Chriftian woe> 
In Wallia's nsalms to nneet a foe, 
That, l^wlefs longhand unreifarainM, . 
Had in her milky dainties reigned t. 
And every year triumphant won 
A dowry for a yooman*s Ton, 
Virgil, that taught thy Mufc to fingj 
A nobler verfe could hardly brings 
Or on a theme fo mean and low, 
More thought and majefty b'eftowi 
Henceforth his fmiling.ghofl: ftfall move 
More joyous through her laureat grove ;. 
Tq hear thy tuneful voice above. 
Take then a gift 1 trembling bring, 
^ Jnftrufted near thy Mufc to fwg j 
Which prun'd her pinions in that ihade, 
Whence mine her carlieft fliglit»>etray'd;. 
Both Tipping, to infpire our themes, 
• Oxc*eyeS) for clear Caftaiian Areams, 
Oh ! may thy fame for ever run, 
A glorious rival to the fun ; 
•" Till mice in pantries ccafe to dwell^, 
^ Or brimftone at Glamorgan fell ; 

the imfpe^^ioii of Dr. Lowth] ** with feveral notes andadi^- 
" ditional remarks by Mr. Spence, 1768/' 4(0. Sec Bcitilk 
Topography, voL II. p. 497, 498 . N. 
* Places in Oxford £u called. Kino.. 

-^ Till 



1: 



A. MODERN LIBRARY, ft 

** Till mites no more in Cheddcr breeds 
** Nor goats on cragrgy Pen-maur feed y 
** Till leeks and onions fmell amifs». 
•• Till fcrubbing feems no more a bHf»i 
*' Till great Plinlimmon leaves the (kiesy 
** Till thy immortal labour dies ♦ !** 

While Dennis aids the Mufe to fing, 
Or gives her plumes, or clips her wing». 
Dtre6ts her cautious how to fty 
Unbeaten tra6Vs along the (ky j- 
"With fafety we fublimely ftray, 
And foaring gain the realms of day. 
Till, trembling from thofe heights abovcj 
And dazzling orbs o*cr which wc move : 
We gently fink in humbler flrains, 
To vales beneath, and rural plains; 

Great Toland, with his name below, 
Bought purely to tnake-out the fhow] 
Adorns ac once and fills a row 
(Though fomc aver it ftrongly ft ill 
That empiinefs could -never fill;. 
Hadfl'thou been wife or dull by rule. 
Thy filence might have ikrecn*d the fool j 
But thus to cant, and own it too, 
No mortal fure but thee would do ; 
The twilight owl and ferious afs ^ 

Would needs for modern criticks pafs. 
Till both their want of fenfe betrayed, * 
One hooting, while the other bray*d. 

♦ VsriottS hare been the Engli(h imitations of thie MuCr- 
cipola } but no one happier than X^hancUlor Htt3Ldl^'%. '^ . 
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Near Blackall * his fam'd rival lay, ' 

But> frowning, lean'd another way ;. 
His forehead intcv wrinkles drawn. 
To (k within the fmcH of lawn r 
But clofcy. as to his elm- the "fine, • 
Hound pious Bft&ter i«ems to twine ;^ 
Adores the faint on bended knees,^ 
That taught hitn firf): eo cant and pleafe^ 
And to the wondering world reveal 
Good. Clvridian methods to rebel* 

While Milton's foaming fancy flies,. 
And fings of. feuds above the ikies. 
Dreadfully fil]j>.the heavenly plain. 
With vanq.uifl]iM powers, and cherubs fl'aioy . 
Surpciz*d and ueoibling from afer. 
We fcaice behold, th' imnu)rral warj. i 

Their fa4ichion& formidably bright^ 
Their fwords coroptjs'd. of beaten light;; - 
And beaiuy arm^ wit}i dseadful blaze 
From each contending van amaze j 
With dread we view th' apoftatc foe,. - 
yiung'd in the deep ahyfs below. 

See Rag f on PiiUlips Hill attends;; 
}n life, in death, hafmonious fiiendsj. 
.PIcas'd his lov'd His to forego, 
To meet die darling fha<.le IkjIow. 
Wha in th' Elyfian fragrant bowers* 
Beguile each d%y the fmiling hours, 

* Bifhop of Exeter from 1707 to 1716. N. 
f The came which £(dnxun^ Stoitb went by; See th& 
Life o£.iuni byiDr. Johftfott, N. •. . : 

^ • ■ . .. Wiih 
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With more deKgbt than wbe or love 

Ere gave the Bards in realms above ; 

Each here tranfpotted to behold 

Hich branthes bloom wrth radiant g^old 

(Strangely jfurpris'd to view an ore 

They ne'er on earth once touch'd belbre'}w 

No mote refulgent to their eyes 

The Splendid Shilling's ♦ diarms farprize j ' 

Once the §olt blifs of Heaven implor'd^ , 

For that alone, by each ador'd ; 

That ale or ojrfters covtld coram and,, 

The nobkft boons of fea or land, 

And bid them, to enjoy ar friend^ 

Fiom lonely garret oft defccnc> s 

l^o longer to their celh reftrarn'd. 

Where Want and dismal Daiknefs reign*d| 

With harmkfs pun f , and cEnchcs gay, 

They now repeat each fmiling day ; 

l^Jor dreatlful reckoning trembling fear,k 

As if kind Herbert too was there,. 

For vile naundung and fumy ale, 

Incenfe and odours,^ now exhale, 

And, Tipping ftef^ar frook each ftreamy 

l^^o more of Tiff and Viner's % dieam j, 

^ A very famoas- Burteiqnr Feeiain imitation of Miltom. 

Xing. 
f See the Deif^^^s notions of a future Hate,, taken from, 
ihelr Orthodox fcripturc of Virgil'^ Sixth .^ueid. Kimc. 
X A very celebrated uaivei^ty. ale>houfe. King. 

ConvincU 
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Convinced their I(is could beAow- 
No cups fo fofc as thofe below. 
No longer now the modifii gown 
In ropy Ihreds hangs quivering down, 
TuckM clofe, but gently, round the fide. 
Some difina) breach beneath to hide ; 
Or elfe prote£ting from: the air- 
Some parts, as nature formed them, bare.. 
See next th^^* Mufe that iili'd tht (kriet^ 
With ileepy lolling ^Jeitics, 
Carelefs and unconcerned toknowy. 
What mortals a£led here below^; 
Gives us receipts of wondrous fame, 
New worlds to raife, and beings frame ; : 
Which Burnet f by experience knew 
In every tittle to be true: 
After a long eternal round, 
No llage to eafe their labour founds 
The wearied atoms all combine. 
In different form* themfclvcs to join :* 
Thefe fink beneath, thofe upwards fly,. 
To deck and to adorn tlie Iky j 
lb radiant planetfribine from far. 
Or lofetheir brightnefs in a ftar. 
Millions, for heavenly forms unfit, 
To meaner fates below fubmit ;. 
While long the little fportive train 
A thdufand tricks attempt in raifi,- 
Before they can fit natures chufe, 
And their fight empty beings lofe f 

^Lucretius. King. f Theory of the Earth. 
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The brifk, the nimble, and the light. 
To frame the female world unite ; 
Am], while th& beauteous kind they fkWy* 
Seem to preferve their nature ftill: 
The giddy iato order range,. 
But itarcely undergo a' change, 
Still a£^ as in their antient fphere^. 
Whirling in mad projcftors here, 
Or elfe their roving powers reftrain, 
Beneath Tome. madder poet's brain^ : 
Thofe of a rough and knotty make. 
Their {Rations all in criticks take ; 
Which nukes it harder mtrch to gam 
Their fenfe, than his they would explaiir^. 
And much more ikiil requir'd to find 
The critick'S) than the aiuthor'sj mind: 
Thofe of a taU and (lender (iic 
Ih monuments and ftecples rife j 
For ftrufturesj I'rkeour elm and yew,- 
At nature't-birth, fpontaneous grew, 
Inftrufted upwards how to climb 
Without the help of brick or lime : 
The dull, the empty, and the gay, 
Confent to take a different way 
Thefe mingling form coq.uettes, and thofe 
Unite in afl^s, and in beaux I 
B^fcending from^a finiih'd Aar, 
Some leave the ikies, to grace the fair ; 
While thofe to Heaven their light confine,' 
And thefe in Lumley's beauties ihine,. 

In 
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in Beaufort's air they all unite 

Their fofteft beams, their faireft light; 

In March's Jovely form furprize. 

Or fmile confefs*d in Bifliop's eyes j 

While, honed Tindal, thou and I, 

Were formed of. lumps that downwards fly. 

And daily give fome wretched proof 

Of our dcfcending weighty ftuflfi 

Which makes whatc'cr we write or fay 

Thus favour of our kindred clay. 

And every fair and jufl deiign 

With fuch a native force decline. 

That, while we drive fublime to foar. 

We fink and founder fo much lower. 

Hence 'tis, our labours come to nought. 

Each beauteous produ6t, which we thought 

Of fprightly wit and reafon full. 

Is ftrangely leaven*d with the dull t 

But let us learn true Wifdom hence, 

Not whine like fools for want of fenft ; 

Rather aceufe our partial fate, 

Ailigning each fo dull a pate ; 

Purely by nature formed in fpite. 

To plague mankind in print, and write. 

Bcntley immortal honour gets, 
By changing * ^^'s for nobler £/*s i 

* " Horatius Emendatus, invltis omnibus criticis, iic eife 
•* Icgendum pronuncio." Modeft Do^or Bentley I Kino. 
'* 'Tis true, on words is ftill our whole debate, 
^ Difputes of Me or Tf, of aut or ^/.** 

Pop*, Dunciad IV. 219. 
^ From 



A MODERN LIBRARY. 61 

From Cam to Ifis fee him roain» 

To fetch ftray*d Interjeftions home { 

While the. glad fliores with joy rebound. 

For Periods and loft Comma's found : 

Poor Adverbs, that had long dcplor'd 

Their injur'd rights, by him rcftor'd ! 

Smird to far\'ey a rival's doom, 

While they poflcfs'd the envied room ; 

And, hiding from their refcued- throne 

Th* ufurper's- fate, applaud their own. 

The Roman nymphs, for want of notes 

More tencler, ftrain'd their little phroatSy 

Till Bentley, .to. relieve their woes> 

Gave them a fett of Ab'^ and Oi&'s : 

More mufically to complain. 

And warble forth their gentle pain. 

The fuffering fair no more repine. 

For vowels now to fob and <wbine j 

In fofteft air their paflion try, 

And, without fpoiling metre, die : 

With Interjeftions of his own. 

He helps them now to weep and groan ; 

That, reading him, no lover fears 

Soft vehicles for fighs and tears. 

Inftru6led by his learned code. 

What makes a ]ig, or forms an Ode, 

We view what various beauties meet, 

To leave each fragrant line fo fweets ^ 

How Horace* lines our paflions keep 

A wake^ and Bentley's lull aileep. 

Nd 
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'No verfe can moan a limping foot. 
But he a^^lics liisplafter to't : 
Witk pious care Inocls up the fore. 
And kin<liy*biils it^hop no more ! 
"While, with his iKclping comments nigh, 
Inftead of crutches to «pply 
To crazy verfe (which envious Time 
;^ad weakened bothin fcnfe and rhyme )4 
For a hme Mufe*s"furge6n meet, 
Inftcad of 'legs, fcts br<5ken'feet. 
Though no.'one fingle' charm can fly 
T he iearth of his fagacibus eye 
v(That * Horace but in vain pretends. 
To own a line'which Benfley mcnds% 
The reverend critick hardly know* 
:Ji David Wrote in verfe or profe ; 
While every ftring and founding wire. 
That eril Composed the Roman lyre, ' 
Were to the fage as fully known. 
As if the harp had been his «wn ! 
-Could'ft thou, great bard, without a ^uahn. 
But hear rehears'd one pious Pfalm ; 
To flighted David lend an^ar, 
"Not fwooning what he fung toliear ; 
We then might view thy learnM abodc«. 
With Hymns adoni'd, inftcad of Odes j 

^ See " Horatlus'Emmdatusi" and Dr. Bentley's Ded 
<ion of Horaces the earl of Oxford, deligncd for the late t 
fw^ if he had cominucd in his p ofi till lad Chriitmas. Ki 
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^nd thou-«byfcif perhaps content 
To con liira o'er, at lca(V in Lent; 
To mortify, the Jcvvifh chufe, " 
'Regaling on the Latian Mufe. 

Clofe by, where wits, in; purple pride 
And allf their glory d reft, prefidej 
iJicneath a dark and- gloomy cell, 
A lazy Goddcfs chofe to dwell, 
WelUpleas*d.*to fluiuber oot her time, 
Twixt fleepy profe and flroW^y rhyme : 
Dating horn books hsr eropire'sfaraCy 
•Oblivion .was her dreaded name ; 
On verfe and laudanum ihe feeds. 
Now take^ «:<lofc, now^joems reads^j 
J£ach of experienc'd power* to clofe- 
Her finking eyes. in foft rcpofe : 
While Bentley, of more ibvercign ufc 
Than rhyme itfelf or, poppy-juice. 
The Goddefs trembles to explore^ - 
iFor fear of never waking more i 
■Each weeping wall bedew'd appears 
With Cloe's iighs, and Strephon's tears; 
•Sad Dirges, breathing Lovers' pain, 
And foft complaints of Virgins (lain : 
While Females' Sonnets, Poets'. Themes, 
.Beaux' Stratagems, Projeftors' Dreams, 
Around the lonely ftruf^ure fly, 
•^lumber a while, and gently die. 
A thoufand wretched things, above 
The joys of wine;, tlic fwccts of iavc^ 

That 
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That kindly promisM.deathlcfs fainc 
And glories to their author^ name^ 
Here in one roogtli for reft retire, •■ 
Defcend, and deqe»Ttly expire, 
Scatter'd, delightful to her eye, 
Rheams of Reviews 9nd Medleys lie $ 
Wide to extcr\d Iver ^napire's fway. 
Keeping tlieir fires above in pay; . . 
Soft tranfport gliding through her breaft. 
Of Tutchin*s works entire poffeft: 
Who, to augnnent the Goddefs* power. 
Was feldom known to (lip an hoar. 
That did not gratefully produce 
Whole pages for his fovereign's ufe, 
While now and then a mitred friend 
Is gracioufly inclin'd to fend. 
His tributes, and a gift beftows 
Among her Bunyans and De FofS. 
0*ercome with rapture, to furvey 
Melodious Bonfenle round her lay 
{ While here each fruitful labouring^ prefs 
OroanM with feraphic emptinefs ; 
Which every hour fpontaneous came. 
Kind to enrol its author's name) ; 
While che great patriots of her reign^ 
That with her pens \\cr fame fuftain. 
Wits, Criticks, Politicians, Beaux, 
In meafure nod, and flcep in rows, 
Soft tranfport does her thoughts employ, 
Wlulc thus (he fpeaks her ri^ng joy : 
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" Hail, mighty names ! to whom I owe 
My empire's * fpreading fame below; 
By wbofe kind lalx)urs I out-do 
The Vatican and Bodley too ; 
Who (lighted fame above difdain, 
With me in iilent night to reign. 
What rival power did e*er furvey 
A nobler hofl adorn his fway ! 
You, bleft: aflbciat^s, bed can tell 
What numbers at my altars fell, 
When you approach*d, and only (lay 
Above, jio own my fovereign fway. 
'Twas I infpir*d great Whifton's f theme, 
And nobly taught him to blafpheme : 
By me infirucled he withdrew. 
To head a young apoftate crevir; 
Who, proud of fuch a leader grown, 
With his ftalc nonfcnfe mix their own j 
Lifping, their trade they firft begin, .' 
By (low ^degrees advance in fm, 
Till, ripen'd by improving time. 
To thy grey hoary fame they climb, 

• The refciTiblance between Oblivion and the Goddess 

OF THE Du.NciAD IS too ftriking to Eavc been accidental; 

and indeed there are many traits of that admirable Satire to 

be difcerncd in this " Defcription of a Modern Library." N. 

f A whimfical Thcoilli, and a late Apoftate to Soci- 

n'mlftn. King. — However whimfical Mr. Whillon might 

be in feme of his opinions, yet candour muft acknowledge 

that he was learned, pious, and indefatigable, a warm friend, 

and very ufeful member of focicty. N. 

Vol. III. 'f And 
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And daitti ttiofe laurels, as tiieir due, 
Juftice h€((itt aflign'd to you. 
The Grecian * fages t66 decree 
The fame of all they write to rfie ; 
Beneath my Irifluierice kindly brdd, 
Proud to blafpheme before thtfy fead j 
In tlie dull trade improve fo well, 
Fir ft fwear, and after learn to fpell ; 
And oft a deathlefs name Complcat, 
Ere pcrfcft iri their alphabet. 
Oh ! would they oft In print afjpcar, 
What rhcams of ftuff Cadh fruitful year 
Would downward fink, to fwell my ferire. 
Dully cbnfe'ffing whence they came j 
The hateful realms of light fofego, 
To hang in empty fhoals below; 
Whofe laljours, like a glimfhcring fire. 
Kindly as foon as hotn expire. 
Scarce th' age of one (hort day furviVc 
Stone dead, ere breathing well alive I 
'Twas I alone that hither drew 
From Tyher's bank f the warbling crew, 
Thbt charm our wondering theatres 
With witty LionB J, Bulls, and Bears, 
Defign'd (if fame fays true) thi« fpring 
To learn their gamut too, and fing ; 

^ A fcandalous atheiil:ical club^ at the Grecian coff 
vhoufe. Kino. 

f The Italian Singers. King, 

J See Hydafpes, aft third, a hero drubbing a lion. Km 
Aiid fee the Speftator. N. 

Wh< 
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Whofe gay harmonious nonfanfe, drown'd 
Beneath fpk airs and helping fouAd» 
PaiTcs with critics of the pit 
For fterliog fcnfe, aad Engljib wit. 
Each valet now nnift blow his fire 
In notes as foft as Alamire ; 
Nor dare pcrfurac his mafter*s hair, 
Or rub his boots^ without a a air j 
Hear him in fofteft mufic tell, 
** His lorcUbip's running nag is well ;" 
Oblig'd a bolder note to ufe, 
" Inforrning when he loft his Aocs ;** 
Still riiing tp a nobler ftrain, 
" To paint him fcouring o'er the plain." 
The rival waiting-maid, to find 
Her fpark to mufic thus inclin'd, 
Tells madam, finging, " that {he fpoils 
" Her tea, to drink it ere it l>oilsi*/ 
While notes more penGve far relate 
Her lap-dog *s tinexptt^cd fate. 
The hero, burning to engage, 
** Moft fwcetly murmurs out his r^e ;** 
Defers tp (hew his wrath too foon, 
.Or kill his foe to (poil his tune ; 
Though both vare vvarm'd with equal fircj 
They can't without one fong expire j 
in doleful dirges, but too late, 
Hear how they figh each other's fatej 
For notrs through all the gamut try 
To fall more tunefully and die. 

Fa * See 
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See how my crowded region fills 
With colonies entire from Will's * j 
Slumbering in rival ranks they fnore. 
And meditate (harp clinch no more i 
Their merit by their dulnefs prove. 
Out-dreaming thofe they left above ! 

'Twas r, my empire to enlarge. 
Gave Hoadly firft my royal charge. 

To preach rebellion, and in fpite 

Of duty, oaths, and fenfe, to write. 

*Tis I that by my influence ftill 

Direft great Toland's f facred quill j 

And lately by my foothing power 

Seduc'd myflerious J Dodvvell o'er. 

Who, to his bright immortal fame, 

Was never known fix weeks the fame ! 

While Fate thus makes a fmall amends 

For what I loft in kinder friends 

(As, when it forc'd me to bewail 

Great Hobbes's death, ftill left me J Bayle); 

• A celebrated academy in Covent-garden, obliged by its 
charter to furnilh" out a dozen of Engliih wits every year. 

Kino* 
f An infolent audacious Deift and Republican, King* 
J See tke Natural Mortality of the Soul, by Mr. Dod- 
wcll. King. 

II Two intimate friends, an EnglHh Athcift and a Dutch 
Socinian. King. 

Filing 
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Filling that fpace that was dcfign'd, 
For Sarum*s * labours ftill beliind. 
See how that wall is fadly hung. 
With doleful verfe, by ladies fung, 
And penlive airs by lovers try*d, 
Juft as they kindly kifs'd and dy'd- 
With dreams and fighs the next is blur*d, 
With Di)lben*s eloquence a third ; 
While to the wicked, Baxter's Call 
Quite covers and obfcures them all. 
Swifs lumber links to our abodes, 
Not poorly by the quire, but loads j 
While Leyden rhymes fubniiiTive come, 
And croaking fupplicats for room. 
Scotch t creeds, and articles explained, 
Clofe by in filence flumbering reign'd, 
With myftic comments fo perplex 'd, 
The notes are darker than the text. 
Fam'd Theorifts J by dozens rot, 
Juft.as the worlds they fram'd, forgot, 
And in thofe very atoms fall 
They vairtly forgM, to raife this ball ; 
Which prov'd their thefis partly true. 
Fate ne'er could build, but might undo, 

♦ i. e. Biihop Burnet. N. 

•f* The Solemn League much preferable to the Apoftlc* 
reed, about Edinburgh. King, 

J See the Mofaical Hiftory, corrcifVod and confuted by 
i^hifton, Woodward, Burnet, Cancfius, and Ovid's Mc- 
imorphofcs. K i k c . 

F 3 KtA 
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And that dull hooks might fooner dancc^ 
- Than planets, into form by chance ; 
Would fmiling Fate but once infpirQ 
Hibernian bards, to touch the lyre. 
Gently in Dublin airs to fmg. 
And their fam'd harps *, long filcnt, firing y 
Now, wanting room, I muft implore 
Kind Heaven with ardent vows for more : 
Where fliall I place my future friends 
If Collins t monthly tributes fends ' 
If Clarke J and Hare J, to choak me quitc^ 
Without remorfe or pity write ? 
Ye envious niggard powers, whoe'er 
Allot each God his empire's fhare, 
To all fuch fpacious realms affign'd. 
Why am I only thus confin'd ? 
From theirs how different is my doom ! 
They grieve for fubjefts, I for room. 
Extend my realms below, great Jove, 
Or ftop great Boyer's |j pen above ! 
Gods ! in what fable liquid ihowers 
And inky deluges he pours, 
Each year his frckly nonfcnfe down ! 
Ten fuch would half my empire drown> 
And force me, to preferv* my br^ath^ 
To quit my ftifiiag cell beneath. 
Whatever thcrRe his Mufe lias got 
^he iliH Riaincains her favourite troc $ 

• The arms of Ireland. King, f Anthony Collins, efq. 

4 J^^'y prejudice is here too |rrcvalcnu N. 1| Abel Boycr. 

6 S 
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Still one dull pace demurely jogs. 
O'er rivers, meadowy, lawJi:>, aad bpg$ ; 
While, dreft with ccjugl ck^ri??^, afe ^eea 
A milk-maid here, aud there a qu^o < 
And flrains as aiQurnful £11 th$ (ky 
When porters , as when monarchy, die V 

Still to proceed the Goddefs try'd. 
Till Steele's imq>9rtal wpiks efpy'd ; 
Trembling her drcade<l fojC to view, 
She funk and tilpotly withdrew* 
While Sarum's Ulwurs, roviod her fprcad, 
Suftain and prop her drowfey head. 

Hail, mighty name I of all th^ pen 
Has dropt, \o charm both gods and QAen» 
Time nor oblivion c*«r (hall hpaft 
One lifie or iingle p^ri^d lofl ! 
Improving youth, and hoary ag^, 
Are bettered by thy i^iaj^lf fv page ; 
And, what no mortal could devife, 
Won>en, by reading tfiec, grow wife ; 
Divines had taught, and hufbands rav'd. 
Now threat'ncd, then as poorly crav'd, 
But, fpite of all, the ilubborn darae 
Kemain'd our curfe, and dill the fame; 
Modiih and flippant as hefoce, 
The fmoothiag paint and patc^ are wore ; 
Two hours each morning fpent to drels. 
And not one ounce of ^ea the lefs : 
While the provoking idcot vows 
Her lover fairer oii^ch than ^pQuic. 

F 4 Great 
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Gr^at Socrates but vainly try'd. 
To footh the paflions of bis bride j 
Her female empire flill fhe holds, 
And as he preaches peace, fhe fcolds r 
In vain he talks, in vain he writes ; 
One killing, while the other bttes ; 
Precepts with her, and moral rules, 
Are only ginns to hamper fools j 
And, preach and diftate what he will, 
Madam periifts Xantippe ftill. 
But wedlock by thy art is got 
To be a foft and eafy knotj 
Which fniiling fpoufe and kinder bride 
Now feldom wifli fliould be unty*d j 
Think parting now the greateft (in, 
And drive more clofe to draw the gtnn : 
Taught by thofe rules thy pen inftills, 
Nobly to conquer human ills ; 
The female fufferer now fuftains 
Each mournful Icfs, with ielTencd pains ;. 
A week is now enough to pine, 
When puking lap-dog cannot dine ; 
While grief as real fwells her eyes 
When fpoufe, as when her parrot, dies* 
The fop no longer Ihall believe 
Senfc ty'd to every modifh fleeve. 
Nor, confcious of his wants, prefuqnc 
To meafure merit by perfume ; 
That courage in Pulvilio dwells. 
The boldcH he, who llrongeft frntlls ; 



To 
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To prove bis fenfe, no longer bring 
Tbe dougbty proofs of box and ring ; 
Strongly profelling ne'er to know 
An afs concealM beneatb a beau j 
Each taught by thee, fliall hence confcfs 
Virtue has no regard for drefs ; 
That the bright nymph as often dwells 
In homely bays as rural cells ; 
And in a ruff as fairly (hin'd. 
As now to modern peak confined ; 
Blu&ing, thus half expos'd to view. 
Both herfclf and niiftrefs too. 

The widow, pining for her dear, 
Shall curfe no more the tedious year ; 
In fighs confume each pcnfive day, 
Nor think it long from June to May. 
See how the penfive rclift lies, 
OpprefsM with fpoufe's fate, and dies 5 
That Betty with her 'drops in vain, 
Recalls her flying foul again ; 
No colour now fo fair appears, 
As is the fable veft die wears, 
To be her only garment vow'd. 
Till death exchange it for a fljroud. 
And her cold a(hes kindly place 
Once more within her lord's embrace. 

The ladies, pleas'd with thee to dwell, 
Afpirc to wriie correft, and fpell : 
\Vc fcarce behold, though writ in hade, 
Five letters in a fcore mifplac'd ; 

Mat(h3.Vi 
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Marfliard in rank they all appear. 
With no front vowels in the rear. 
Nor any, out of fiiame or dread. 
Skulking behind, tliat (hould have hd; 
In every line tlvy cow demur, 
*Tis now no longer ITurtbefi Snrr ; 
With half our ufual fweat and pain. 
We both unravel and explain, 
Nor call-in foreign aid to find, 
In my flic terms, the fair-one's mind. 
Maintain, grear fagc, thy deathlefs njime. 
Thou can ft no wider ftretch thy fame, 
Till, gliding from her native fkics, 
Virtue once mor« delighted flies j 
By each adorinj patriot own'd. 
And boafts herfelf by thee enrhron'd *, 

EPISTLE TO MR. GODDAJRDtf 

WRITTEN BY DR. KING, 

IN THE CHARACTER. OP ** THE REVIEW." 

rr^ O Wind for Canon, his well-chofen Friend, 
-■" The juft Revi«>y does kindeft greeting fend. 
I *ve found the man by nature's gift defign*d 
To plcafe my ear and captivate my mind. 

By 

♦ The charafter which clofes this poem cannot faih of 
pleafing. Even the biafs of parry, which affc£led bpth Mr. 
Steele and this Poet, is readily forgotten and forgiven. N. 

•j- Taken from an adnjirable banter of our author's, in- 
tituled* " Two Friendly Letters from hdrieft Tom Boggy, 
** to thc'Kvf, Mr. Goddard, Canon of Windfor," very 

proper 
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By fympathy the eager paifions move. 
And ftrikc my fou! with wonder and with tovef 
Happy that place, where much lefs care is had 
To favc the virtuous, than protcft the bad ; 
Where Pallors muft their lluhborn Flock obey. 
Or that be thought a fcandal which they fay : 
For, ihould a fin, by fome grand foul bclov'd, 
Chance with aa aukward zeal to be rcprov'd. 
And tender confcience meet the fatal curfe. 
Of hardening by reproof, and growing worfe : 
When things to fuch extremities are brought, 
Tis not the Sinner's, but the Teacher's, fault. 

proper to be racked to the Canon's Sermon ;** firft printed in 
|vo, 1 7 10. This Sermon (full of high trcafon againlt Higlw 
church. Hereditary Right, and Sachevcrell) was intituled, 
•* The Guilt, Mifchief, and Aggravation of Cenfure ; fet 
** forth in a Sermon preached in St. George's Chapel within 
** her Majcfty's Caftlc of Windfor, on Sunday the 25th of 
** June, 1710. By Thomas Goddard, A. M. Canon of 
*< Windfor. JLiondon, printed for B. Lintut, 1710."-— Mr» 
Goddard was infiailcd canon May 26, 1707, and was alio* 
tt&or of St. Benuct Finch, London. He publiihed a 30th Qf 
January Sermon, in 410, 1703 ; and " The Mercy of Go<t 
" to this Church and Kingdom, exemplified in the fcveral 
" In(>anccs of it, from the B^fginning of the Reformatioft 
" down to the prefent Time. A Sermon preached in St» 
•* George's Chapel at Windfor, on Tuefday the 7th of No- 
«y«nbcr, the Day of Thankfgiving, 17 10," 8vo. They 
were all reprinted in 17 15, with three others, under the title 
•f << SU Sermons on (ev«ral Occafions," Svo. N. 
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With Great Mens* wickednefs, then, reft content. 

And givp them their own leifure to repent ; 

Whilft their own head.ftrong will alone muft curb them. 

And nothing vex, ^or .venture to difturb them. 

Left they (hould .lo(e ^hcir favour in the court. 

And no one but themfelves be forry for*t. 

Were I in panegyrick vers'd like you, 

I *d bn\ig vvlible offiirings to your merit due. 

You *ve gain'd the.conqueft; and I freely own, 

DilTentcrs may by Churchmen be out-done. 

Though once we fecm'U to be at fuch a Diftance, 

Yet both concenter in Divine refiftance : 

Both teach what Kings muft do when fubjefts fight. 

And both difclaim Hereditary Right. 

By Jove's command, two Eagles took their flight, i 

One from the Eaft, the fource of infant light, f 

The other from the Weft, that bed of night. J 

The birds of thunder both at Delphi meet. 

The centre of the world, and Wifdom's feat. 

So, by a Power not decent here to name, ■■. 7 

To one fixt point our various notions came. 

Your thoughts from Oxford and from Windfor flew, 

Whilft Shop and Meeting-houfe brought forth Review*. 

Your brains fierce Eloquence and Logick tried. 

My humbler ftrain choice Socks and Stockings cried; 

Yet in our common principles we meet, 

You finking from the Head, I rifing from the Feet. 

* A well-known political paper by De Foe ; in whicnMr. 
Goddard's Sermon was immoderately commended. See a long 
account of. this writer, and of Ridpath and Tutchin his ailb- 
clatc3, in the " Supplement to Swift.'* N. 

Pardon 
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Pardon a hafty Mufe, ambitious grown, 
T* extol a merit far beyond his own. 
For, though a moderate Painter can't command 
The (Vroke of Titian's or of Raphael's hand j 
Yet their tranfcendent works his fancy raifc { 
And there *s fome (kill in knowing tvbat to priife. 

RECEIPT TO MAKE AN OATMEAL PUDDING. 

BY DR. KING. 

/^F oats decorticated take two pound, 
^'^ And of new milk enough the fame to drown ; 
Of raifms of the Sun, (lon'd, ounces eight; 
Of currants, cleanly pick'd, an equal weight j 
Of fuec, finely flic'd, an ounce at Icaflj 

And fix eggs, newly taken from the neft : 

Seafon this mixture well with fait and fpice; 

'Twill make a pudding far exceeding rice; 

And you may fafely feed on it like farmers. 

For the receipt is learned Dr. Harmcr*s. 

RECEIPT TO MAKE A SACK-POSSET, 

BY THE SAME. 

Xp ROM far Barbadoes, on the Weftern main, 
•*• Fetch fugar, half a pound } fetch fack, from Spain, 
A pint ; then fetch, from Tndia'a fertile coaft. 
Nutmeg, the glory of the Briiifli coaft, 

U.P O^ 
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UPON A GIANT'S ANGLfNC. 
B Y D R. K I N G. 
TJ I S angle-rod raade of a fturdf oak, 
■*■ ■*" His line a cable, wbifch in ftorms ne'er broke. 
His hook he baited with a dragon's frails 
And fate upon a Rock and bobb'd for whale. 

APPLE-PYE^ 

PROBABLY BY THE SAME. 

/^ F all the delicatcs which Britons try, 
^^ To pleafe the palate, or delight the eye ; 
Of all the feveral kinds of fumptuous fare j 
"There 's none that can with Apple-pye compare, 
3For coftljr flavour, or fubflantial pafte. 
For outward beauty, or for inward tafle. 

When firft this infant-difli in faHiion came, 
Th* ingredients were but coarfe, and rude the frsune.; 
As yet unpolifli'd in the modern arts, 
Our fathers eat Brown-bread inflead of Tarts j 
Pyes were but indigafted lumps of dough. 
Till time and juft expence improved them fo. 
' King Cole (as ancienc Britilh annals f fell) 
Renown'd for fiddling and for eating well, 

* This poem hath been claimed as Mr. Welfted's, in " T 
•** Weekly Graclt," AngUft 16, 1735; with a remark, tli 
*'l>r. King, the Civilian, a gentleman of no mean reputati 
** in the world of letters, let it pafs fome yeats, without co 
" tradi£Vion, as his own." It is in Kind's manilcr. N. 

f See the old Ballad of " King Cole," in the Anglo-Sax< 
language, in the fecond volume of King's Works, p. 87. 

Pippii 
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Pippins inliomely ca^cs with h6n«^ ftcwM, 

« Juft as lie bak'd," the proverb favs, " he brew^iH" 

Their greater art fitcceeding prrnces (how^d. 

And model'd paftc into a neater mode; 

Invention now%rew lively, pilate nice. 

And Sugar pointed out the way to Spice. 
But here for ages unim^rdv'd we ftood. 

And Apple-pye was ftill but homely food; 

When god-like Edgar, of the Saxon Line, 

Polite of tafte, and ftudious to refine, 

In the Dcfert perfuming Quinces cait. 

And perfefted with Cream the rich repaft. 

Hence we proaeed the outward part? to trim. 
With Crinkumcranks adorn the polifli'd brim i 

And each freflr Pye the pleas'd fpeftator greets 

With virgin-fancies, and with new conceits. 
Dear Nelly, learn with care the paftry art. 

And mind the eafy precepts I impart : 

Draw out your Dough elaborately thin, 

And ceifc not to fatigue your Rolling-pin : 

Of Eggs and Butter fee you mix enough : 

For then the Pafte will fwell into a PufF, 

Which will, in crumpling founds, your praife report. 

And eat, as houfewivcs fpeak, ** exceeding Ihort.** 

Rang'd in thick order let your Quinces lie ; 

They gi^e a charming relifli to the Pye. 

If you are wife, you *11 not Brown Sugar (light. 

The browner (if I fbfm my judgement right) 

A deep Vermillion tin£lure will difpenfe. 

And make your Rppin redder than tlie Qu^inc*. 

When 
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When this is done, there will be wanting ftill 
The juft rcferve of Cloves and Candied Peel ; . 
Nor can I blame you, if a drop you take 
Of Orange-water, for perfuming-fake. 
But here the nicety of art is fuch. 
There muft not be too little, nor too much : 
If with<lifcretion you thefe corts employ, 
They quicken appetite ; if not, they cloy. 

Next, in your mind this maxim firmly root, 
" Never o'ercharge your Pye with coftly .fruit :" 
Oft let your Bodkin through the lid be fent, 
To give ihe kind imprifon'd treafure vent ; 
Left the fermenting liquor, clcfely preft, 
Infenfibly, by conftant fretting, wade. 
And o'er-inforra your tenement of parte. 

To chufe your Baker, think, and think sgain 
^You '11 fcarce one honeft Baker find in ten) : 
Adurt and bruis'd, I 've often fcen a Pye, 
In rich difguife and coftly ruin lie. 
While penfive cruft beheld its form o'ertbrovvu, 
Exhaufted Apples gnev'd, their moillure flown. 
And Syrup from the fides ran trickling down. 
. O be not, be not tempted, lovely Nell, 
While the hot-piping odours ftrongiy fmell. 
While the delicious fume creates a eufl. 
To lick the o'erflowing juice, or bite the crufl. 
You '11 rather ftay (if my advice may rule) 
Until the hot 's corre£led by the cool j 
Till you Ve infus'd the lufcious ftore of Cream, 
And changed the purple for a filver flream j 
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Till that fmooth viantl its mild force produce, 
A nd give a foftnefs to the tarter juice. 

Then {halt thou, pleas'd, the noble fabrick view. 

And have a (lice into the bargain too ; 

Honour and farae alike we will partake, 

So well i *]{ eat what you fo richly make, 

THE CHARMS OF LIBERTY: 

TN ALLUSION TO 

THE ARCHBISHOP OF CAMBRAY'S TELEMACHUS. 

"BY \V. CAVENDISH, DU'KS OF DEVOXSHIItE *, 1707. 

/^ AM BRAY, uhilft of Seraphic Lore you write, 
^^^ The noblefi: themes you fct in cleared lij^ht; 
A love by no felf-interefl debas'd. 
But on th* Almighty's high pcrft6lion placed ; 

A love 

• This Tiobleraan, the firft Dnke of Devonfhirc, is moi.; 
known for the political inttgrity of bis chara«fler, and the 
fpirit with which he refilled the tyrant of his country, than 
f«r the jrbilltlcs which he difpJiiyed as a writer. He was 
Iwm Jan. 25, 164;'); and at an early ar;t.* -travelled wiih Dr. 
XlUigrew, afteru'ards mafier of the Savov, who gave him a 
juft and true relifh of poetry, and all the refinements of v/ir; 
and fenfe. Ke Joined the party vvliich oppofed the arbitrary 
proceedings of Charlrs the Second, and was very active 
in all the meafi'res which were aclnj)red againit that monarch 
and his fucceiror James the Second. On the death of h'm 
father, on the 23d of November, 1684, he fuccecdcd him in 

Vot. Ill, G \V^ 
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JV love in which true piety confifts, 

That foars to Heaven without the help of priefts ! 

L^t partial Rome the great attempt oppofe. 

Support the cbeat from whence her income flows j 

Her cenfures may condemn, hut not confute. 

If heft your elevated notions fuit 

With what to reafon feems ih' Almighty's due. 

They have at Icaft an air of being true. 

And what can animated clay protiuce. 

Beyond a guefs, in matters fo abflrufe } 

But when, defccnding from the imperial height ; 

You (loop of fublunary things to write, 

Minerva feems the moral to difpenfe ; 

How great the fubjeft, how fublimc the fcnfc ! 

the title of Earl of Devonfliirc, and foon after became 
a principal promoter of the Revolution, being one of 
thofc who fccretly planned it, and took up arms to carry the 
dclign into execution. On the accomplilhmcnt of that im- 
portant event, he received the rewards which his fervices 
merited ; and was, on the 3cth of April, 1694, created 
Marquis of Harrington and Duke of DevoHihire. He con- 
tinued to enjoy the favour of his fovcrcign until the time of 
his death, which happened on the 18th of Augull, 1707, in 
the 67th year of his age. Mr. Walpolc obferves, that h« 
vas ** a patriot among the men, galant among the ladies. 
" His fricndfhip with Lord Ruflell, his free fpirit, his 
*•' bravery, duels, honours, amours, are well known, and 
" his epitaph, will never be forgotten. 

** WILLIELMUS DUX DCVONIJE 
'* BONORUM PKINCIPUM SUBntTUS FintLII, 
" INIMICUS £T mVIIUS TtRANNIS." R. 

Not 



THE CHARMS OF LIBEfeT>Y. «j 

Kot tl^ Alconian Bard with fucli a flame 

E*cr fung of ruling arts, your lofty thenic. 

In your Tclcmachus, his hero's fon, 

Wc fee the great Original outKlone, 

There is in Virtue, fure, a hidden charm, 

To force Efteem, and Envy to difarm; 

Elfe in a flattering court you ne'er had hccn defign'd 

T* inftruft the future troublers of mankind. 

Happy your native foil, at lead by nature fo. 

In none her rreafurcs more profufely flow : 

The hiUs adorn'd with vines, with flowers the plain^ 

Without the fun's too near approach, ferene : 

But Heaven in vain does on the vineyards fmile. 

The iBonarch*s glory mocks the labourer's toil. 

What though elaborate brafs with nature drive, 

And proud equcftrian figures feem alive j 

With various terrors on their bafis wrought. 

With yielding citadels, fnrpriz'd or bought 5 

And here, the ruins of a taken town. 

There a bombarded ftceple tumbling down r 

Such prodigies of art and coftiy pains 

Serve hut to gild th' unthinking rabble's chains. 

Oh ! abje6l: ftate of fuch as tamely groan 

Under a blind dependency on one I 

How far inferior to the herds that range, 

With native freedom, o*er the woods and plains I 

With them no fall icy of fchools prevail. 

Nor of a right divine the naufeous tale 

Can give to one amongfl themfelves a power, 

Without controli his fellows to devour. 

G a ^t5 
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• "To reifoning human-kind alone belong 
The arts to hurt thctrifelves by rcafoning wrong, 
HovvcVt the foolifh notion firll began. 
Of trufting abfolute to lawlcfs man ; 
Howe'er a tyrant may by force fubfift ; 
For who would be a flave that can refifi: ? 
Thofe fet the cafuill fafeft on the throne. 
Who make the people's int'refl their own; 
And, chufing rather to be lov'd than feared. 
Are kings of men, not of a fervile herd. 
Oh Liberty I too late defir'd, when loft! 
Like health, when wanted, thou ait valued mod 
In regions where no property is known, 
Through which the Garone runs and rapid Rhone. 
Where peafants toil for harvefts not their own ! 
How gladly would they quit their native foil, 
And change for liberty their wine and oil ! 
As wrctche? chain'd and labouring at the oar, 
In fight of -Italy's delightful (hoar, 
Rcfi;;£t on their unhappy fate the more. 
Thy laws have ftill their force : above the reft 
Of Gothic kingdoms, happy Albion, blcft ! 
Long fmce their ancient freedom they have loft, 
And fervilely of their fubjeflion boaft : 
Thy better fate the vain attempts refifts 
Of faithlefs monarchs and dcfignins; priefts ; .- 
Unlhaktti) yet the government fubfifts. 
While ft reams of blood the continent overflow. 
Reddening the Maefe, the Danube, and the Poj 
Thy Thames, aufpicious ifle, her thunder fends, 
To crufti thy foes, and to relieve Iier friends. 
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Say, Mufe, fince no furprizc, or foreign Aroke» 

Can hurt her, guarded by her walls of oak 1 . 

Since vvholcfome laws her liberty transfer 

To future ages, what can Albion fear ? 

Can (he the dear-bought treafurc throw away I 

Have Univerfities fo great a fway ? 

The Mufe is filent, cautious to reflcft 

On maniions where the Mufcs keep their feat« 

Barren of thought, and niggardly of rhyme. 

My creeping numbers are forbid to climb j 

Venturing too far, my weary genius fails, 

And o'er my drooping fenfes fleep prevails. 

An antique pile near Thames's filver {Ircam 

Was the firfl object of my airy dream j 

In ancient times a confccrated fane, 

But fince apply'd to ufes more prophanc : 

Fill'd with a popular debating throng. 

Oft in the right, and oftener in the wrong : 

Of good and bad the variable ted, ^ 

Where the religion that is voted beft > 

Is dill inclin'd to perfecute the refl. J 

On the high fabrick flood a monftcr fell, 

Of hideous form, fecond to none in Hell : 

The Fury, to be more abhorr'd and fcar*d, 

Her teeth and jaws with clods of gore befmear*d. 

Her party- coloured robe obfccnely ft si a 'd 

With pious Inurthcrs, freemen rack'd and chained. 

With the implacable and brutifli rage 

Of fierce dragoons, fparing nor fex nor age* 

Will) all the horrid inftrumencs of death, 

Of torturing innocents r improve their faith, 

Cloudbg the roof wicli their infe&iou:^ bx^^cCcv* 

G 3 ^V»% 
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Thus (he began: •* Are then my labours vain, 

That to the powers of France have added Spain ? 

Vain my attempts to make that empire great ! 

And ihall a womM my defigns defeat ? 

Baffle ih* infernal projcfh 1 *ve 5egun^» 

And break the meafures of my favourite fon ? 

Though far unlike the hefoes of her race, 

That made their humours of their Taws take place. 

And, flighting coronation-oaths, difdainM 

Their high prerogative ihotrid be reflram'd : 

TlK)ugh her own iflc is bleft with liberty^ 

Has fhe a right to fet all Europe free ? 

"Untlcr this roof, with management, I may 

The progrefs of her arms at Teaft delay. 

From a contagious vapour I {haU blow ; 

Within thofe walls breaches may wider grovvv 

* Here let imaginary fears be (hown 

Of danger to the church, when there is none» 

From trivial biUsfet warm diebatcs arifc. 

Foment fedition, and retard fuppllts. 

If once my treacherous arts, anM watchful caEe> 

Break the Confederacy, and end the war, 

AdorM, in Hell I may in triumph fit, 

And Europe to one potentate fubinit.*' 

Waking at fo dctedable a found, 
Which would* all order and al peace confcundj^ 
I cry'd, " Infernal hag ! be ever dumb j 
Tjhee, with her arms, let Aooa oveccome, 

* Another copy reads^ 

«^ Here let imaginary f*-ars prevail, 

*«' And give a colour to s&^Ud zeal." N. 

t 
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Who here reigns queen, by Heaven on us beftow'd. 

To ff^M the injur'd, and fuhdue the proud. 

As Rome of old jravc liberty to Greece, 

Anna th' invaded finking Empire frees. 

Th' Allies her faith, her power the French proclaim^ 

Her piety th'opprefs'd, the world her fame.** 

At Anna's n^me, dcjeftcd, pale, and fcar'd. 
The execrable phantom difappcarM. 
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TO THE RETURNING SUN, 

BY J. H ♦. 
Elcome, thou glorious fpring of light and heat. 



Where haft thou raade thy long retreat ? 
What lands thy warmer beams poUeft, 
What happy Indian worlds thy fruitful prefence bleft f 
Where deep in the dark bofom of the ground^ 
Thy wondrous operation *s found ! 
Even there thy beams the earth refine, 
And mix and ftamp thy luftre through the daEling mine. 
Since thy retreat fo far from our cold ifle. 
She never wore a lovely fmiJe, 
No joy her wither^ brow adorn*d. 
In dark unlovely days and in long niglits (he afiourD*d« 
The poor deje£tcd beafis hung down their heads. 
And trembled on their naked beds j 
No footftcps of green life remain, 
But dying fields and woods, and a bare bleaky plain. 

^ I cannot afcertaln to whom thefe initial belong ; pet^ 
lu|>t to Mr. John Hughes. N. 

G 4 T\Mt 
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The drooping birds were filcnt in the groves. 

They quite forgot their fongs and loves. 

Their feeble mates* fate fullen by, [dfe«- 

We thought the feather'd world refolv'd their kJnd (houM. 
But fee the land revives at thy approach, 

She blooms and quickens at thy touch, 

Her kindled atoms life receive,. 
The meadows, and tl>e groves, begin to ftir and live 
Mixt with thy beams the fouthern breezes blow. 

And help the fprouting births below; 

The infant flowers in hade appear, 
And gratefully return perfumes to the kind air. 
The trees and fields again look frefh and gay, 

The birds begin their foftcr play, 

'J'hou haft their life, nay more, their love reflor'd-. 
Their lace and early hymns praife thee, their welcomcr 

Lord. 
The fpreading fire glides through the plains and woods,. 

It even pierces the cold floods : 

The duller brutes feel the fofc flame, 
The filhes leap for joy, and wanton in their ftream. 



H 



ON THE DUrCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH*. 
A D fhe hut liv'd in Cleopatra's age, 



When beauty did the earth's great lords engage, 
Britain, nor Egypt, had Ixren glorious made j 
Auguftus then, like Julius, had obey'd : 
A nobler theme had been the Poet^s boaft. 
That all the world for Love had well been loft. 

♦ Loulfe de Queroualle, mllhefs to Charles H ; created 
Jotchcfs Aug. 9, 1(^73; died April ij, 1734, at Paris. N. 

THE 
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THE DREAM, BY MR. J. TALBOT*^. 

• CCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF LADY SEYMOUR.f ^ 

T F righteous fouls in their bleft manfions know 
-■• Or wiiat we do or fuffer here below, 
And any leifure from their Joys can find. 
To vifit thofe whom they have left behind. 
To view our endlefs griefs, our groundlefs fears. 
Our hopelefs forrows, and our fruitlefs tears $ 
With pity, fure, they fee the kind millake. 
Which weeping friends at their dej>arture make : 
They wonder why at their releafe we grieve, 
And mourn tlieir death, who then begin to live. 

Tir'd with the care and forrow of tlie day, 
In filcnt night the fad Maecenas lay, 
His mind dill lalxouring with ihe deaxUy weight 
Of bis dear parent's much- lamented fate : 
Till, weary Nature, with its load opprcft, 
Compos'd the tempeft of his troubled breaft^ 
And borrow'd from his grief fome time for reft : 

* Who this J. Talbot was, I cannot difcover ; but there 
was a tranflatioa of Seneca's Troas, by J». T. publilhcd in- 
1686 J: and in a copy thrown out of Lord Bathurll's Library, , 
vhich I fa w,. the lall initial was filled up with the name 
of Talbot,, and I have no doubt but he is the fame perfon. R. 

•|- Lady Elizabeth Seymour, daughter to William lord Al-? 
liDgton;t of Horfhcath, in the county of Cambridge ; Ihe was 
the fecond lady of Charles lord Seymour of Trowbridge, and 
mother to Francis and Charles fuccefilvely dukes of Somerfet.. 
This noble lady was afterwards married to Sir John Ernie,, 
knt. chancellor of the exche(^uer. N. 
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When deep * (death's image) to his fancy brought 
The hourly objeft of his waking thought; 
And lo I his mother's awful (hade appears, 
Not pale and ghaflly, as the fullen fears 
Of brain-fick minds their difmal phantoms paint. 
But bright and joyful as a new-made faint, 
A crown of glories (hor.e around her head ; 
She fmiPd, and thus the happv fpirit faid : 

«* Hail, noble fon, whom powerful Fates defign 
To fill the glories of thy mighty line, 
In whom the good is mingled with the great, 
As generous light unites with a6^ive heat ! 
For thee 1 thought life plcafant, and for thee 
I after death cndur*d this world to fee, 
And leave a while the dwellings of the bleft. 
Where heavenly minds enjoy eternal reft ; 
Where having reach*d the univerfai (bore, 
1 fear the winds and billows now no more ; 
Ko more in anguilh draw a painful breath. 
Nor wreHlc with th.t mighty tyrant Death, 
Who cannot ijoaft he gave the fatal blow j 
I conqucr'd fin, from whence his power did flow: 
The proud infulter threaten 'd me in vain, 
For Heaven incieas*d my patience with my pain. 
Till my unfctter'd foul at laft took wing, 
The grave its con<|ucft loft, and death its fting. 

No longer then thefc pious forrows (bed, 
Nor vainly think thy happy parent dead ; 

• This idea occurs in " Sable Night," a faveurite fong m 
<< The Pucnna.**^ N. 

WhoTe 
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Whofe deathlefs mind, from its weak prifon free, 
Enjoys in Heaven its native liberty : 
I foon diflinguilh'd in that blifsful place 
Thy god-like anceftors, a numerous race ; 
There, plac'd among the ftars, in them I fee 
A glorious dcfliny referv*d for thee. 

Then weep no more : ev*n here I fiill fun'ive ; 
In thee and m thy virtuous fair I Kvc; 
I faw her happy mother* (hine on high, 
A brighter fpirit ne'er adorn'd the ikyj 
With joy (he met me at the cryftal gate. 
And much inquired her beauteous daughter's ftate, 
She wiib'd her there t but Heaven ordains it late. 
And long defers her joys, that flie may be 
A i9igl>ty bleiling to this world and thee. 
Long (hall fhc live, and ages yet to come 
Shall hlefs the happy burden of her womb : 
Still (hall her oflf-fpring with her years incrcafc j 
With l)oth, her virtues and thy happincfs. 
In all thy race the wondtring world" (hall find 
The noble image of each parenc'^s mincf. 
Thus hlcfs'd in her and hers, 'thou (ha.lt receive 
The riched bounties Heaven and Earth can give. 
Nor (hall my care be wantmg to- your aiiF, 1 

My faithful fpirit (hall hover o'er thy head, f 

And round thy lovely fair a large protc^lion fpread : '' 
Till, crown'd with years and honours here below. 
And every gift kind Nature can beilow, 

• * Lady Elizabeth Audry, wife ro Jofcellne Percy the iiifo 

itarl of Northumberland, and after his death married to Ral|>H 
. l«-i %M _r^ J J j.f-_ %T 
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lord Monta^u^ afterwards created duke,. N» 
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You both retire to everlafting reft, 

And late increafe the joys and number of the bleft.** 

She fpake ; her fellow-angels all around 
With joyful Imiles the happy omen own'd ; 
All blefs'd the noble pair, and took. t!icir flight 
To the bright regions of unfading light. 

ELEGY: BY MR. TALBOT. 

OCCASIONED BY READING AND TRANSCRIBING 

MR. waller's ** POEM OF DIVINE LOVE*' 

AFTER HIS DEATH. 

QU C H were the laft, the fweeteft, notes that hung 
^ Upon our dying fwan's melodious tongue ; 
Kotes, whofe (Irong charms the duUcft ear might move^ 
And melt the hardeft heart in flames of love } 
Notes, whofe feraphic raptures fpeak a mind 
From human thoughts and earihly drofs refin*d; 
So juft their harmony, fo high ihcir flight, 
"With joy I read them, and with wonder write. 
Sure, happy Saint, this noble fong was given 
To fit thee for th' approaching joys of Heaven ; 
Love, wondrous love, whofe conqucft was thy theme. 
Has taught thy foul the airy way to climb : 
Love fnatch'd thee, like Elijah, to the fky, 
In flames that not confume, but purify : 
There, with thy fellow-angels mix'd, and free 
From the dull load of dim mortality, 
Thou feel'ft new joys, and feed 'ft thy ravifli'd fight. 
With unexhaufted beams of love and light : 
And furc, blefs'd fpirit, to compleat thy blifs, 
Jn Heaven thou fing'ft this fong, or one like this. 

7 KCk^W^^T 
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AGAINST SLOTH: 

WHEN THE KING WAS AT OXFORD. 

•* Hoc aglte, o Juvenes; clrcumfplcit, ?: IrJmulat vos, 
** Matcriamque fibi f)ac»s Indulgentia'qiixrit." 

TTEnce, vajij a;:tcmpter of the goo'] and great ; 
•■■"*• Be gone from our fecure retreat, 

Witli all thy dull unwieldy train 

That clog and curb the aftive brain. 
Which elfe would, like a mettled fteed, run o'er, 

Vaft Nature's yet unnumber'd llore ; 

O'er flowery meads and painted fields, 
And all the pleafant.fcenes that beauteous Learning yields. 

We *re doubly arro'd againft thy cheats and thee 
CThy cheats which only find a place 
Among the ignorant and bafe) 
By Knowledge, and by Majefty. 

Thou coallant gucfl of every popifh cell, 

Which do'ft with Monks and Hermits dwell, 
Muft leave, with them, this facred ground ; 

Banifh'd from King and court, at leafl for ten miles round. 

She*« gone ; and now, methinks, an a£livc fire 
Does all my willing veins infpirc : 
My drowfy fenfes all anew 
Are waken'd l)y his powerful view. 

The glorious ruler of the morning, fo, 

But looks on flovyers, and ftraight they growi 
And, when his beams their light unfold, 

Ripens the dulled eartli, and wariss it into gold. 
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ODE SUNG BEFORE KING CHARLES I 

ON NEW-YEAR*S-DAY. 
BY MR. JACOB ALLESTRY*. 

A RISE, great Monarch; fee the joyful day, 
"^■^ Dreft in the glories of the Eaft, 
Prefumcs to interrupt your facred reft. 

Never did night more willingly give v\'ay, 
Or morn more chearfuUy appear, 

Big with the mighty tidings of a New-born Yetn 

Blert be that Sun, who in timers fruitful womb 
,• Was to this noble embally defign'd, 

To head the golden troops of days to come, 
* Nor lagg'd inglorioufly behind, ^ 

'** Son of James AUeftry, a bookfellcr of London, wl 
was ruined by the great fire of 1666. Jacob was educate 
at Wcftminftcr fchool, entered thence at Chrift Church i 
Aft Term 1671 at the age of 18, and was eleftcd ftudcnt i 
](672. He took the degrees ni Arts ; was Mulic Reader i 
1679, and Terr2e Filius in 1681, " both which offices. Woe 
« favs, he performed with very great applaufe, being the 
« accounted a good philologill and poet. But, being exceec 
« ingly given to the vices of poets, his body was fo muc 
" macerated and fpent by juvenile extravagances, that I 
*< retired to an obfcure houfe in the fubuib of Oxon ;*' whe: 
continuing incognito about 7 weeks, he died in a mifcrab 
condition, Oft. I5> 1686, and was buried very meanly i 
St. Thomas's church-yardi at the eaft end of the chancel. I 

Jgnobl 
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ODE ON NEW-YEAR'S. DAY. 95 
Ignobly in the laft year's throng to rife and fet. 

In this 'tis happier far than May, 
Since to add years is greater than to give i day. 

CHORUS. 

Oh may the happy days incrcafe, 

With fpoils of war, and wealth of peace. 

Till Time and Age (hall fwallow'd be. 

Loft in raft Eternity ! 

May Charles ne'er quit his facred throne, 

Himfclf fiicceed hinr^felf alone I 

And, to lengthen out his time, 

Take, God, from us, and give to him ; 

That fo each world a Charles may know. 

Father above, and fon below. 

Hark, the jocund fpheres renew 

Their chearful and melodious fong. 

While the glad Gods are plcas'd to view 

The rich and painted throng 
Of happy days in their fair order march along. 

Move on, ye profpcrous hours, move on j 

Finifh your courfe fo well begun; 

Let no i'l omen dare prophane 

Your beauteous and harmonious train, 
Or jealoufies or foolifh fears difturb you as you run. 
See, mighty Chailes, how all the minutes prefs. 

Each longing which (hall tirft appear; 

Since, in this renowned year. 

Not one but feels a fccret happinntfs. 
As big with new events and fome unheard fuccefs : 

3 See 
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See how our troubles vanifti, fee 

How the tumultuous tribes agree. 
Propitious winds bear all our griefs away. 

And peace clears up the troubled day. 

Not a wr-inkle, not a fear 

Of faftion or diihoneft war, 
But pomps and triumphs deck the noble kalendar* 

WHAt ART THOU, LOVE? 
BY MR. ALLESTRY. 
"TTTHat art thou. Love ! whence are thofc charms 3 

^ ' That thus thou bear'ft an univerfal rule 1 
3For thee the foldier quits his arms, 

The king turns flave, the wife man fool. 

^n vain we <:hace thee from the field, 

And with cool thoughts rcfift thy yok«* 
iKext tide of blood» alas ! we yield, 

And all thofe high refolves are broke. 

*Can we e'er hope thou ihould'ft be true. 

Whom we have^fpundfo ofren bafe^ 
«Cozen*d and cheated, dill we view, 

And fawn upon the treacherous face* 

f n vain our nature we accufe ; 

And doat bccaufe (he fays we mufti 
This for a brute, were an excufc, 

Whofe very foul and life is luft. 

To get our likencfs ' what is that! 

Our hkcnefs is but mifcry ; 
Why Ihould I toil to propagate 

Another thing as vile ab 1 1 From 



'WH Air 3« -LOVE? : \r 9^ 

Prom hands divine Qurfpiritc^me, 

And Gods, that nAadpjUS, did infpire.. ... ^. 
ISomething more oplik ii> pur Frame, , ■. . 

Above the dregs >of earthly fire. - . 

■ ' y ' T .'...•■■ 

VERSUS AND PASTORALS* 

SPOKEN IN TTK^ "THEATRE AT oirP'aRD, ' 
BY LORD SAV^Lt t^A'KD UK, CH0tWt)NDELEr. 
XORD BAyiLE.TOj THE DUKE OF. yoRK. 
GREAT S-i-R, *■■••-.-.: . :' '' ■ . f 

'Vl[7' Hen laft your -Royet brother ■bleftthiyfpldco, 
^ ^ And^all a^but did hi$ kind beams difpenfcy . 
A joy divine was fecn iajcvery face,. ' \-> ' 
Till Faction drove our tutelar angel heace* : .: 

Hmeri knew how fir dbf mortafl frame could "bcw ; 

Miflh^tng ourTaptUre ^th4bme ik aiiay.t - - 
And, that for fucmie'-bHfs we might repair^ 

Wiftly Tefer^'d thfc •blefliag of this ^ay, 

♦ Mr.. Alleftry,hac( the chief hand j(as Wood was infornred) 
injgaaking the Verfes and Pallorals which were fpoten in the 
Theatre ofOxford, May 21, i68i,by William 5'ayilc feccnd foa 
'qiOcdtgc carl (aftcrwawidls marquis) of Halifax", and George 
Cholmondeley third fon of Robert vi'fcount Cholhiorrdcley of 
Kcllis (botli of Chrift Church), before James -duke of York> 
his dutchcfs, and the lidy Anne. N. ' \' ^'^ 

f By the d^ath of his eldeft brother, this young nobleman 
fucceeded to his father's title of marquis of Halifax ; which, 
on his own deceafe in 1699, became extind. N. 

Vol. III. H mi^. 
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MR. CHOLM0N9ELBY Tk) THl DVKB. 

We mifsM a Roj<li1 Iwother by Ws fide ; 

LORD SAvrLE TO TM't dVTCH1!9d. 

We longed to fee thofe ch^rrirt Whtoh Wiw o'^peamck 

MR. CHaLMONDELEY TO THE LADY ANNE. 

You, Madarfi, if/as 6u4: only jdy iQ4 p^de. 
Who feprefeitud half the Stuart*s tiamc. 

^ORD SAVXLE TO THE DUKE. 

'^ould you then know how much you^re welcome Tiert ? 

Thittk "^hat^ j6y in ^tsyaft breafk^lifl <io\*». 
When fatal Glo'fter all our hopes did bear, 

Wbicbthc G#dfl Mk to flie^v thjiij-care of yatu , » * 

When farrs Vitfi jfefcfeafics ran high and teltd, ' 

And Zeal miftaken blinded wiffal eye«, 

Heaven (hoak^fe tod tio die tebeihotts crowd, ' 
ThreaqKfirf^^o i«atch tlie^em thoy covld not f riee^ ; 

MR. CH(n.lit>9K>Ei.«ar tff THU DUTCHAiSl^ :/ 
Oxford , we hvpc^ will not tlifpl^ffc yKW r view, : . , ■ > . . / ^ 

Where York -firft leana'd &W(;.4tt^rt)ekit«'0f warjiv^ 
Thofc early virtues here in bloflbm grew, 
WhicViJowTn growth antf'fiill'iiAflfeaTon are. '" 
* Thisyounggentlcman was made cornet of horfe in fftj,^ 
Oiiki»gW>lUain'5accefiionhewasappoimed one of the grb^iiH 
-of his bttdchMnbeCy and ferved in ^11 the wars during tKat 
reign. He wascooftituted major general of q^een Anne a 
forces July .i, 1701, and governor of the forts of Tilbury ahU 
Gravcfend. He was continued in his enjjployments, and pro- 
moted by George I, wKo created hifn baron of Newbotough 
in Ireland March 15, Tjd^i^^ .and baron Newburgh in 
Ei^land July 2, 17 r5. He fuccfceded his "brother as carl 0$ 
Cholmondeley, March 20, 1724-5- j and died May 17, 173 3. N. 

Though 
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Tbougf) .bore new towers Asd hull dings datily iik, 
Aii4> arais thrown off, wc wearxhp p^^i^ful gown $ 

Our breafls admic no change, know no difguife, 
Prcpar*d with pens and fwords f aflert the Crown* 

LORD SAVIJL^, 

This is the place tp whicii t;l)e facrecj i^ame^ 
Of Kings and Heroes unnualiy lefound ; 

The triumphs, wars, and ^eace of Charles and Japies, 
From age te age are with freO^ Uureis crowa'd. 

MR. CH0I.«ONBEl.Er. 

As when a prince's long.expo6ied birth, 

Glads ev&ry heart, and each Muie tunes her voice t 

TO THE -LADY ANNE. 

•Or when the captive monarchs of the earth 
Beg to be ilaves, and in your chains rejoice— ^ 

^ORD SAVl^ 

Sot why in lazy numbers do we bind 

Our thoughts; whi<*K (hould in a6ki«:e c*pt]mi»s fly. 
As the ccsledial circles ynconiin'd. 

And tun'd to 4>eir eternal harmony ? 

Mufick 's the dialeft of happy fou 1.9, 
When fever'd fr©m cfcc earth's .iwvMi^ldy lofid ; 

The univerfal lai^agc, by boi;h poles 
Of the vafl didant jpa^ipns under'(\QQd. 

Let inftrumcnts and voices both combine. 

To celebrate the glories of thvs day 4 
Let art and ecftacy their forces join. 

And in melodious paths of error ilcay. 

H z ' Hen 
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Here tkey fat •■ down, and mufic played \ tvbicb iewg 
ended f they flood up again, and /poke bywaj of Pas- 
toral *. 

DAMON. 

Thyriis, whom the Gods infpirc. 
Glory of our tuneful quire, 
What aufpicious ]iovvcrs dirpcnfe 
This day's happy influence;? 
Sce'ft thou how the nymphs and fwains 
Trip it o'er the flowery plains, 
Dcck'd in li\xrics far more gay 
Than could c*er be given by May ? 
. Craggy. hills their tops advance, 
Fauns and Satyrs on. them dance j 
To the whiflling of the wind, 
With the birds Jvveet mufic joinM; . . 
Trees, with their unwonted pleafurq, 
Wave their ili^adytops in mcafurc. 

TH y R S.f s. 
Damon, think it nothing ftiange ■ 

You difcern fo great a change. 
Since our humble dwelling *s'blctl 
With fo ftrangc, fo great a gueft. 
I,ifc anfl mirth the Gods beftow, • 
And beauty, wherefoe'er they go.; 
And, if Jove vouchfafe to conic 
To Philemon's country home. 
His prefence gives it grace divine. 
And turns the cottage to a ihrinc 

♦ The charafter of Damon was fupportcH by Lard SavJl--; 
.that*x)f Ihyrfis by Mr. Cholmondclcy. N. 

•DAMON* 
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DAMON. 

Such fine (lories poets fing, 
How their Gods, and Jove their king,- 
£nvy fliepherds' K«ppy days, 
Pleas'd to hear their vrell-tun'd Uysjn 
Qiiit the blifsful feats above, 
ChuliBgr here on earth to lore. 
Pretty fables, proper themes 
For poetic airy dreams ; 
But thefe are jpys which men awak^- 
Never mud expe£^ to take. 

THTTRSISi 

Ceafc thy doubts, tliou faithlefs fwain,- 
View but yonder glorious train, - 
Tell me if the Ikies can fliow 
Such a conftellation ? 

0AMON. 

No; 
TH YKSIS. 
Should the Deities combine. 
And in one their glo. ies join ; 

DAMON. 

Heaven's whole pride too mean would be 
To compare with what we fee. 
But pr'ythee, fhepherd, canfl declare 
What thefe glorious ftrangers are ? 

THY R SIS. 

Damon, that 's a work too high 
For fuch fwains as you and 1. 
*Tis enough our (bfter lay* 
Alcon or Ljcoris praifet 

H 3 : .' "^^^ 
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But the princely Ihsphfirs' name 
Pills the loudeH tnrtnp of fanir« 

Oft was Daphnis the fa))lime 
Argument cif ^gG«i*s * rhyme : 

tftyRSis. 
Daphnis, and th^ Nymph that fliaivs 
All his pleafuresf aD his carest 

D A l§f 6 1^'. 

While he fong his vi£borics, 

THY RS IS. 

And her no Icfs conqu'ring eyes^ 

^AMOK. 

Glad rocks echoed to his voice^. 

Tilyit>i,s. 

Vaks returned the tuneful noift* 

D A MON. 

Savage inmates of the wood 
All compos *d and liflening Uood r- 

THYRSIS. 

Diftant hills their tops did hind^. 
Leaning as they did attend. 
But, fmce ^gon ]l;f^ the {))aini 
Ah Alt tinder nh^ in vaih 
Strive to fing \«^iat hiay ap'ptat 
Worthy firifii^ty Da;{)hh?s' ear. 

DAMON. 

Tear not, Thyrfis> thcVi (fees reHr 
In great DitphiAs* nofele bitaft 

* The poetical name bj^ whiek Che carl of Roch«fter was 
dininguiQied. See rol. II. p. lag; N. 
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Too much goodntkf to refufe 
Tribute from an humble Mufe t 
Did the Gods ac«Qpc ibne 
Worthy vi^Hiis, they 'd havo nonc« 

THY R «rs. 
Then, tltough uie cannot entenaim ; 
Daphnk in « lofty ftraiB, 
>}or his great exploits iet fortky 
Or his peeriefs lady's worthy 
Such a homely Mttfe as ours 
Can bid them welcome to thefe bowers* 
Damon liegin; to Phyllis'!, 
Thou to Daphnis iutlc apply. 

DAMON. 

Content. 

TH Y R S I 8» 

Bu{ flay. 

D A M O K. 

Why ftay } 
T H y R s I s> 
Mine car 
Heavenly mufic feem« to hear ; 
Phoebus wiU his quke prevent. 
And pdy t]«e duty which we me^^g, 

DAM 8. 

Let 'a attend whUe Phcebtts iings« 
And tune our oat*pipes to his iltringa» 

Mufick i^aUi i m^hkb ended^ 
Ah, Thyrds ! how ihall humble fwains^ 
As thou and I, perform fuch ilrains \ 

H 4 C»>» 
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Can we a fitting prefent ntake, . , 

For us to give^ or tliefc to taktx? 

THYRS;I8.'- 

The garland Chloris madc,^ VlWmngf.. . ;, 
When 1 flung Strcphon. fcpm the ring. 
Though Cafar's- birth-day ii (hould crownj* 
Fixlh rofes will for t^fc-Uj bk^wn. .; ,i 

I have a lamb as white, as. fnow t 
Though half cngag'd to4^a«i/by vpw^ . --- 

1 11 faorificc it here ; fc^he... > 

Pan or foine greater God tnuil be. ... 

THYRSIS-. 

Why doft thou ulk.gf facrifice?"- 
'thcfe feem not angry Deities. 
Would cruel Sylvia were here ! 
SlieM learn to think herfelf lefs faii^ 
And in a noble mixture find 
H«ufliility with beauty joined..'' 

l> A M O N. 

Then may itplcafe the royal Three-/. 
T* accept an heany wr(h from me ; 
By all true fwains be Daphnis fear'd. 
And no Wliig wolves coitte near bis licrd!' 

T.iiyKSIS. 

May eaoh bright nyrnph look gay and young>. 
Doubling the flock from whence they fpruog ! 

B:OTHi 

Then yearly hecatomU we Ml pay, 
If every Spring brings fuch a May. 

TO 
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TO A- PERSON OF HONO'UR V 
ON HIS ING01VLPARABX.E PO£>M. : 
BY M H. MATTHEW € L h FP'O R D V 

TXT I T H envy, cHticks, you*ll this pocDi'read, 
^ ^ WRofe author^s wit do«s-morc thaa man exceed i 
Where all 's fo good alike, no man can fay 
This may be added-, Dr thatpar'd away : 
Where all/s. fo new, no fearcli can ever trace 
The pcrfons mentioned; in their time, or place, . 
Great foul of nature ! which 6o(t books defjr,. 
And their weak aid in this thy Kiftory : 
Thou art no Have to rule, or precedent ; 
Where others imitate, thou doft invent.. ' " 
It is, we grant)- all thy invention j- 
The language too, intirdy is thy own) ■ • 
Thou leasr'ttastraili, below thy great pretence^ . 
Grammar to pedants ; and to plain men,fenfe :- 
But, as in this thy matchlefs poetry 
Thou'follow'ft none, fo none can follow thee.- 

♦ The honourable Edward Howard, -by. his poem called^ 
** The Briiiih Princes,'* engaged the attention of by far the 
moft eminent of' his- contemporaries ; • wha flayed- upon his - 
▼anity, as the wits of half a century before hid done on that 
of Thomas Gori at, by. writing extravagant compliments on 
his work. See Butler's verfesj in tbeEngliih Poets, vbl. VJt. 
p. 197; Waller's, voL VIII. p. 179 ; Denham's, vol. IX. 
pw 143 r Sprat's^ in thcfame volumr,.p. 162 ; and the Duke 
of Dorfct's, vol. XL p. 187. N. 

'I*. The ingenious writer, to whom Dr. Spratt addrelTed fa'ig 
Life of Cowley. He vas mailer of the ChaxxtT-ViiQkMi^t, '^^ 
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OW Tim SA\ffE, BY THE LORD VAUGHAK*^ 

TTTTOnder not^ (jr, tlMLt praU<;» yet inc'or due 

Taaay other arc yet be«p^< jja you « 
'Twas envy robb'd you of your praifc before ;. ^ 

Men fee then: faults, and envy now no more, 
*f is but your merit ; nor can juftlV fuch. 
Which gave too little once, now ^ive too mudw 
Your " Princes** do all Poetry furpafs 
As much as PenHnaiiv-maw exceeds Parnafs.^ 
It is fo great a prodrgy of Wit,. 
That Art and Nature both fall (hort of it : 
For, leaving Art, and left of Natur? too,. 
Your Poem has no other Mufe tlian yoo. 
^ON THE SAME. 
A S when a bully drav^ hh fword, 
•'^ Tliough no- man gives him a crcfe word*^ 
And all perfuaGons are in vain. 
To make him put it up again : 
Each man draws toa, and falls upon hii»t 
Ev*n fo, dear Ned, thy dcfperate pen 
Ko hh difturbs all witty men, 

* John lord Vaughan, gramdibn tv Rkhar<f the fird earl 
^ Carbery* He was made a knight of the Bath at thr 
coroaatioa of Chfrlcs Ilr and was for iome tine governor ef 
Jamaica. The latter part of his days were paiTed in retire* 
fttcnt, enjoying a fine fbrtuije, greatly improved by his own 
excellent coodu&. la this interval he built a handlbme 
manlion-houfe at Chelfea^ where he died, Jan. i6, 1712-13.- 
AjAfte his only daughter aMi heir wat nurried la 1713 to 
Charks mantdis of Wino^iefter^ heir, af parent to the duke «f 
JfolCbn ; who never cohabited with her. She died Sept. 10, 
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TO TFTE HON. £EhW. ffOWARD.. mi?. 

And make^ thetti wonder what a dcwl; 
Provokes th* toMc fo udcivil; 
When thou and airrh3- frhends maft know 'cm,. 
Thou yet wik dare to print thy poem. 

That poot cut*s fttc, and thine, are one 
Who ha^ his tali pegg'd in a bone? 
About ht nfhi, nobody *l\ own hiiii, 
Men, boys, and dogs, are all upon him: 
And firfV thfe grtarcr whs^ Wfire at thee, 
Now every lirtlfc fool will pat thct ; 
Fellows that ne'er Wert heard or read of, 
If thou writ'ft on, will write thy head off- 

Thus maftifft only have a-knadc 
To caft the beai' Upon his back ; 
But, when th** uhWicldy heart is thrown,. 
Mungriis will ferve to keep him Awm4 

F ft O L a G U K, 

trOKtIi AT Vhe 6FfeNING OF THE DX)KB*S !?!#' 
FLAX-HOUSS IN DOH-SET-dARDEMv 

^nni S not in thw as in the former agCr 

-^ When Wit alone fufficVl t* adorn tlw ft^g»| 
When things wtll-faid an audience couk) intioc^. 
Without the hops of fiMh t gaudy (tght : 
What with your f;ithers ttjok yrovAd take with you>. ' 
If Wit had ftill the charm oC being new : 
Had not enjoy met^t dull*d your irfifpetkey 
She in h«r homely 4te:fs woukl ytt deiight $ 
Such ibttly theatves we Bced not ravft. 
Our OU llwfe:itooid ^ioff •«cv«UilIeft jpl&ys*. 
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You, Gallants, know a frefti wench of fixtecii' 
May drive the trade in honed boml)azine j 
And never wane good cuftom, fhould fhc lie 
In a back room, two or three (lories high : 
But fuch a beauty as has long been known, 
Though not decay'd, but to p^rfedlion grown,. 
Muft, if flic think to thrive in this lewd town,- 
Wear points j lac'd petticoats,- and a rich gown-:- 
Her lodgings too muft with her drefs agree,. 
Bt hung with damalk, or with tap jftry j 
Have china, cabinets, and a great glafs. 
To ftrike refpe£binto an amorou* aft. 
"Without the help of. ftratagems and arts,- 
An old acquaintance cannot touch your heart9» 
Methinks 'tis hard our authors fhould fubmit 
So tamely to their predeceflbrs* wit; 
Since, I am fure, among you there are few 
Would gra3Qt your graml-fathers had more than youi 
3uthold ! I in this bufinefs may proceed too far. 
And raifc a flornv againft our theatre i 
Andthen what would the wife adventurers fay,- 
Who are in a.mudi greater- fright to-day 
Than ever poet was about his play ? 
Our apprehenftons none can judly blame. 
Money is dearer much to us than fame : 
This, thought on, let our poets juftify 
The reputation of their poetry; 
We are refolv*d we will npt have to do- 
With what 's between thbfe gentlemen and you. 
Be kind, and let our houfe.have but your praife. 
You 're welcome every, day to damo.their pUiys. 

SONG. 
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,A S he lay in the plain, his arm under His head, " 
-^^^ And his flocks feeding by, the fond Celadon, (aid. 
If Love *s a fweet paflion, why docs it torment ? , 
]f a bitter (faid he), whence are Lovers content ? 
Since 1 fuffer with plcafure, why fhould I complain ? 
Or grieve at my fate, when I tnow *tis in vain ? 
Yet fo pleating the pain is, lb foft is the dart. 
That at once it both wounds .me, . and tickles my heart i 
'To myfelf I figh often without knQwing why ; 
Andy when abfent from Phyllis^ mcthihks I coulil^ie. 
J8ut oh ! what a pleafure ftill follows, my pain 5 
When kind Fortune does help rne te fee her again ( 
In her eyes, the bright (lars that foretell what's tb^comet 
By foft ftcalth now iind then I examine my dociin.. . 
I prcfs her hand gently, look languilhing down. 
And by^adionace (ilence I;make my dove known,' 
'But oh ! how I *m bleft when fq kind (he does prqve. 
By forac willing miflake to dllcover lier love ; " " \''- 
When, in flriving to hide, ihe reveals all her flame, . . 
And our eye^ tell each other what neither dare name* ' 

THE PRISONEJl IN THE TOWEJl. 

T O T H E L A D Y M. C. 

TXT" HILST Europe is alarm'd with wari, 
^ ^ And Rome foments the ChriiUan jars^ 
Whilfl gJ^iilty Britain fears her fate. 
And would repent her crime too lace j 
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Here, fafe in my confin'cl retreat, 

I fee the waves about, ine 4x:at, 

Apd cpvy nooe that dare be great. 
' A q»iet coofcience, ami a friend. 

Help me my happy hovirs to fpend j 

'Let Cclia to my cell refort, 
. 'She turns my prtfon to a court ; 
Inftead of guards by. ^ay apd iriglit, 
3Lct Celia ftill be in my fight, 

And then they need not.^car my fliglK. 
' '* Could Tenfe of fervtle fear prevail, 
iOj could my native honour fail, 
€Ier fight would all tny doubts control, 
4^iid give her back my , peaceful foul : 

Sudi chajmlog truths her words CQDtaio ; 
' * *6r, if ter tngel voice refrain, 
^er eyies can Aeyer plead io v^in. 

LOVE BUT i5 N p. 

^1£'E thcfe two little bropks that flow4y <:rccp, 
'^ In (oaky writhings through the plains^ 
I knew them oncp.onc riycr fwift 9nd4cep, 

fiiel^ng and bled by |>oets flrains. 
Then toucli'd with awe, we thought fome God ^id poor 

Thofc floods out of his ftcred jarr ; 
TransfonniBg every- wit^d jn^ arflowe^y 

And every flower into a (lar. 
But fiDce it broke itfelf, and double glides^ 

The naked banks no drefs have worn ; 
And yon dry barren mountain now derides 

T^hefc rallies^ which loft glories mourm 

Sucli, 
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'LOVE BUT ONE.- iii 

Suck, Ciilorfs, lis thy 4avc: -which, wlliile it^xti 

CoDtin*d within a finglc ftrcam, 
iF'ii'd every tuneful fon ai miglity Pan: 

And thou wert auQe,.Atid«li mcn^s thcm«» 

But, when imparted <*© one [.Cfver'fnMB, •. .'■ 

It in two ftrcams did faintly creep.; 
The ihepherd'sxommot^-Mufe gvewlew-ftDdipdoiv 

And mine as lean as thefe iRy ihe^. 

AIn ^ rhht homOwr^ ^hkMTK, ihoii lsm(i kift» 

•Which tve «> thy <full flood did pay I 
Vfhffie iidw that^afn, i^at f weans 4ie -iores that imcAp' 

'flakes hut 4^s iktM^ '- titd noes away 4 

HfiOff G OJV A LAODT IKD1SPOS£]X 
.' BY HCflEL ^.EViIj;. iHJ-GG<>^S^ 

. . ip LA VJ A'S icyca, like £res fupypircfc'd, 

j^mr-caa horAieaM^ Hdcc0cas'4 

■ -^i. . Thofe 

^•Aa account ckfthb. poet has been already .pointed In 

. 1. p. ^28 ; to wbich.tbe following anecdote may be added. 

ling Chaiics .11. fold Dunkirk to Louis XIV. and gave 

Eagliih oak onough to build the very fleet that after- 

Is attacked and dei'cated <one of ours in Bantry Bay on 

;oaft of Ireland. This puts -me in mind of the forcHghc 

^rentlaman^ who had been Tome time envoy from the- king 
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Thofe various clwrms whrch round her play, -. 

And do her face adorn, 
::Still as they ripen, fall asvay, 

Frcfli beauties tti J I are bnorn. - 

*So doth it with ihe lovers fare. 

Who do the cVame adoic, ; 

<hlc 6t of love kill'd by deCpWJC* . 

Another ragcsTOor*. 

^to the princes and ftates of Italy^> amd who, in*his ittt 
'home, made the coaft ^f Prance 'hit' road ; in order tobW 
Hufafui to his; country m .polTU^kj a^d to his <pVf reigfi toon' 
':he thought. In his aqdicnce of th|^ ^H)S» jhe tfjld bis m^t^ 
>that the French were hard at work, building men of war 
>fcv«ral of their ports, and that fuch a hally increafe of t 
^ttil ftowvr of^ Ffainet icoufd.iiotJ}dt tlireal6t^nglaii;d{j| 
nrereignty of the feas, and confequently portend deftru&ioo 
3icr trade. TKe ^nUwnaa-warf in Vh^lrljjht, .fa* out ttJadc a 
the fovereigoty of the feas are dependent on each other ; th 
^muft livfe'dftfte* together. Bat whit a recoti^»c«fe 4^ J 
''■think he met with' for his ^delityf realtyt Aich a offt a: 
wovfld hardly have believed, had^ been told it by any fcri 
-but his own ion, the late Mr. Be^ If iggona^ 'wh6(a worl 
' both in profc and verfe, have made him known to all t 
men of letters in Britain, and whofe attachment to the i 
mily of Stuart, even to his dying day, i^ts lirs verscity 
ithis point out pf difpute. The refcomf cnce was a feveite ; 
'jnrlmand from the Icing, as the fofe-rurinenr to the laying h 
aiide, for taIkingH)f things which' his majefty told him it'f 
■not liis hufinefs to meddle witli.'" I forget from whidh 
the. political wiiters between 1730 and 1740 this anecd 
was tranfcribed ; moft probably The Ci-aftfrnan* N. -" 

T 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

DRAWING LADY HYDE'S PICTURE. 

BY MR. HIGGONS. 

'T^HE Cyprian Q^ieen, drawn by Apclles* hand, 
"^ Of perlfc£l beauty did the pattern ftand. 
But then bright nymphs from every part of Greece 
Did all contribute to adorn the piece ; 
From each a feveral charm the painter took 
(For no one mortal fo divine could look). 
But, happier Kneller, Fate prefents to you 
In one that finifii'd beauty which he drew. 
But oh, take heed, for vad is the deiign. 
And madnefs 'twere for any hand but thine. 
For mocking thunder bold Salmoneus dies i 
And 'tis as rafh to imitate her eyes. 

to a lady, who, raffling for the king op 

fran<:e's picture, flung the highest 

chances on the dice. by the same. 

T^ O R T U N E exerts her utmoft power for you, 
"*• Nor could (he more for her own Louis do ; 
Sht thought fome mighty kingdom was ibe ftakc, 
And did his throw for the great monarch make. 
But as all princes at far diftancc wooc, 
Firft fend their image where their heart is due ; 
So'-now, thrice liappy nymph, would you rcforr. 
Where Fate invites you, to the Gallic court. 
That lucky genius which the pi£lure p:ave 
Would make the great original your Have ; 
He, hke the piece, can only be your prize, 
Who never yields but lo the brighted eyes. 
Vol. 111. I ^^ 
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ON' LADY SANDWICH'S* BEING STAYED IN TOWN 
BY THE IMMODERATE RAIN. BY MR. HIGGONS. 

nr^ H E cliarniing Sandwich would from cities fly, 
•*■ While at her feet adoring princes lie ; 
And all her nobler conquefts would forego, 
Lcfs glorious (laves and peafants to fubdue* 
Thus conquering monarchs, who have kingdoms wob». 
And all their neighbouring ftates with arms o'er- run. 
For want of work their armies to employ, 
Remote and favage provinces deftroy ; 
But Heaven iti pity weeps, while we complain. 
Or clfe our tears exhal'd drop down in rain ; 
The darken*d fun does fcarce through clouds appear. 
And tcmpefls rage to keep our wiflics here; 
The floods firee pallage to her fcorn deny, 
And Nature difobeys her cruelty. 
9ut, could the waves rife equal to our flame, 
We *d drown the world, to flop the flying dame. 

TO MR. POPE. BY THE SAMJB. 
nn H Y wk in vain the feeble critick gnaws; 
•*• While the hard metal breaks tlie fcrpcnt's jaws« - 
Grieve not, my friend, that fpite and brutal rage 
At once thy pcrfon and thy Mufc engage : 
Our virtues only from ourfelves can flow. 
Health, ilrcngth, and beauty, to blind chance wc owfc. 
But Heaven, indulgent to thy nobler paft. 
In thy fair mind exprefs'd the niceft art : 
Nature, too buCy to regard the whole, 
Forgets the body, to adorn the foul. 

* Elizabeth, cDuntcfs of Edv/ard the third «arl« N. 

OF 
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t>F THE IMMORTALIXy OF THE MUSES. 

BY HENRY CROMWELL*, ESC^ 

tR^CRt-BBD TO MR. DRYDEN. 

■np H Y well-know^ jnalice, fretful Envy, ceafe^ 
-*■ Nor ux the Mule 511^4 me—- 
With a weak genius, and inglorious eafe ; 
What !--*• I fhould then, %^lft youth does vigour yields 
]^urrue the dufty glories (^ the field ; 
Our fathers' praife I or bend my uttnoft care 
To the dull noife of the litigious bar. 
Ko ! thefe mufl die ; — but the raoft noble pnze, -j 
That which alone can roan immortahie, > 

MuH: from the Mufes* harmony arife : J 

Homer (hall live, wllilft Tencdojs (hall (land. 
Or Ida's top furvey the neighbouring ilrand, 
tVhilft Simois* ftreams along the valleys glide. 
And in the fca difcharge their rapid tide : — 
Hefiod (haUlive, till cern is not in ufe. 
Till the plump grape denies its wealthy juice :-!• 
The world Callimachus &all ever prize ; 
Vov what his fancy wants, his art fupplics ! — 
The tragedies of mighty Sophocles 
Shall in no age their juil applaufes mifs : — 

* Better known as the friend and cbrrcfpondent of Mf» 
Pope, than by any writings of his own. It was from a mif* 
trcfs of til's gentleman (Mrs. Thomas, or> as Ihc was com- 
tnonly callct^ Corlnna) that Curll obtained the iirft Leitcfi 
#f Mr, Pope that "wcrc exhibitt'd to public view. N. 
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So well Aratus of the planets wrote, 
-That i"un aod moon muft faiLwJiea he 's- forgot ; — •• 
^Vhen crafty T)av us a hard father cheats 
To ferve t;hc fon ; whdn earj^cull/tfeats 
The jilting whore aocl ba\yd j the figures ihcw. 
The Comick from Menander's model drew; — 
Enftius, whofe Mufc b) Nature .Was d6fign*d 
Complcat, had Art with hoUriteous "Nature jbiri'd j r— 
And tragic Accius, 6f ftylc fablimc 
And weiglity words, fliall liahd the fhock of^ Time :— ■ 
Whilft Jafon*s golden" fleece fliall have a name. 
Who fhallall ranger be to*Varr6's fame ! — 
Lucretius Nature *scaures did rfehearfe 
In fuch a lofty and commanding verfe. 
As fliall remain till that one' fatal day, 
"Which muft the world itfcif in ruins lay :— 
Virgil, thy Works Divine flikll patterns ftand 
Tor each fucceeding agc*s copying hand, . [tnand 
Whilft Rome fliall all 'its conquer'd world com- 
Whilft Cupid fliallbc arm 'd with bow and dart, 
And flaming fliafts'fli^H pierce the lover's heart; 
Shall*wc, Ofweet Ti bull us, love eaclvline 
That comes from that foft -moving pen of thine j — 
Both Eaft^and Weft rcfound with' Gall us* fame, 
' Gallus and his Lycoris are their theme ; — 
Statues and tombs with age confume and die j 
^Tis verfe alone has immortahty r 
To verfe muft yield the greateft a£i:s of kings ; 
Riches and empire are but empty things, 
Without the lafting fame a poet brings. 

•Let 
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IMMORTALITY- OF THE MUSES! Mft 

Jlet vulgap fpirits trlvkl blcflings choofe ; 
May th^ Cdftalian fprmg infpire my Mufc, 
O God of wit, and myrtles wreath my hair I 
Then the ttk) feiarful lorcnnay repair 
To what I write, to, fy^^ hh hreaft from care. 
As living v/psth detra£Uon flill attends, 
Which after death a.j^ufter fape defends i- 
So I fhall my laftiune/^ S^fne fprvivie, . . 
And in my better part for ever live. 

* ■ ' • • \ I :" ""•. \* /. - ':!. ''* 

. D E> TjO : S^ Y L.V. L A.v r: 

i IN'TMITA'T'IO-N OF TRIOR. ' 

T N flowery fields, in cool retreats, 
4 - . •*: . With wounded heart and < weeping cyesj ' 
I- *>^ (blight the happy 'Mufes' feats, " ^ " ' *^- 
f Since firft your beauty -did furprizr.^ ■ • ■ ' "*^ 

. But, oh ! too late my doom *s declar*d : 

Xhefe charming fcenes create defire; • ' ■ ^^ ' 
For tvery fight inflames tht bard, -" 

And every breath foments the fire. 
I, wh6 Love's golden darts defy'dj /-•»--••" 

His pointed ihafts, his piercing bow, 
An;all-commanding force have try'd j ' 

Yet fmk beneath the mighty woe.. 

Ceafe, dear difturber of my reft, 

Let fome choice remedy be found ; 
Oh ! may the fpear that ftruck my bread 

Affuagc the grief, and heal the Wound I 

I 3 Xvi^^ 
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Your cbanm tnthrall, your wit confihes^. 

Each fprightly fwain thai: views the £eld«. 
Where your prevailiog luflre ibineSy 

The faireft nymphs ace fbrc'd to yield*. 

So, when the fplendid lamp of day 
Shoots forth his widb-^tendmg ^rc^i 

Each ftar contra^b hi»^ ilcMy uify 
And with ji fading pom]^ retires. 

THE A P P A R IT I ON, 

B y.'ABBL EV AST ^ V 3^ !>• 

• CCAS^01^%D BY THE ?VBMeAT10V OP TZ1I»AL> 

RJGHTS OF THE CHRISTIAN CHVRCH. 

* 

^ Dii^<|ttiV«s impenum eft animarttin ^Uaxbriaqoe fitentesf; 
<< £t Chaos, & PhlegethoD,. Ibca 09&C iilentia late^. . 
'< Sit mibi fas aadic»k)^oi»'* . 

V»a. Mn, \h 264«. 

T) E G I N, -my Mufe ;: the diir adventmne tcH, 
•^ How the f^premeft glbony Power of Hell 
Conversed familiar with a ipoftial Man i 
Where, when, and how, the conference began 1 

Bring 

* Dr. Ab«l Eyans, the author rf this and the fblNywing; 
poems, though a man of genius, the friend of the irrft poets 
of thetimesy. and applaiided by them,, is now hardly kiiown. 
He is generally Ayled Dr. Evans the EpigrammilV, and vas 
one of the Oxford wits enumerated in the following diilich 
(wretchedly imitated in ibe *< AdAilions le Pope/' "vol. I. p. 
j6j.): * *^Ahna 
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Bring each particular in open fighty 
And dortbc Devil and the Do^or right. 

As round the world that reftlcfs fpirit flew, 
This fpacibus Evth and all her fons to view; 
To fee hoyr Trcafon, Luft, and Murder drove 
To fill his realms, and empty thoTe abov^; 
^yhii^ TrjiUi was trampled on by Lies and Spite, 
And Wrong vi^orious triumpli*d over Right; 
Vice^4wui]M^i^d» and haughty fvvorc aloud, 
Surrounded witih a numerous flattering crowd ; 
Virtue, with bluibes covered o'er, rctii'd, 
By all forfaken, tliough by all admir'd ; 
Silent flie griev'd, with pity, at the fight. 
Then wing'd tow'rds Heaven her folitary flight. 

Not fo xhe Fiend, with other pafTions fraught. 
Exulting, on his mighty conquefls thought : 
Wide to his view the lovely profpe£t lay. 
But ftill with joy malign he ey'd the prey : 

«* Alma novem genuic celehrcs Rhedycina poetas ; 

« Bub, Stobb, Cobb, Crabb, Trapp, Voung, Carey, Tickcll, 

" Evans." 
He is likewife mentioned in the Dunciad, B. II. ver. 116. 
in company with Dr. Young and Dean Swift, as one of ihc 
authors whofe works had been claimed by James More Smiih. 
Dr. Evans was of St. John the Baptift's College, Oxfwd ; 
and took the degree of M. A. March 23, 169^; that of 
B- D. April a6, 1705; and D. D. May 16, 171 u He was 
burfar to; his college ; vicar of St. Gyles's, Oxford ; ajul 
appears to have been intimate with Mr. Pope, to whom thtri: 
are two letters by him in print, in one of which ihc initial 
letter W» (intended for his ChrilHan name) h by in'itake ^jut. 
i.pilcfld of that bv which he ufod to f;^vv V\rcv^e\^, ^, 

i 4 . "^"^ 
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For fome efcaping made his madnefs rife. 
Inuring he fcowl'd, and darkened all the ikies ; 
Unmindful of the many, Satan ftood, 
Revenge againft thofe flying few he vow*d : 
Then tofs'd the vipers round his hornd head. 
And thus indignant to himfelf he faid t 

" Thefc kingdoms of tlie Earth of old were given. 
If I midake not, in exchange for Heaven : 
Their power, their wealth, and glory, all are mines 
I hold them from above by grant divine. 
Uxorious Adam, by my cunning croft, 
Forfeit to treafon, all their tenures loft i 
Then, if I hold by titles fuch as thefe, 
Who Ihali my tenures dare difpute or feize ? 
Yet— for all this— fpite of my fovcreign will. 
Some nations do decline their homage ftill. 
The three great quarters of the world are mine i 
See how their altars fmoak, and temples Ihine !— • 

In Europe too, nor am I lefs rever'd 
Where grateful Rome her images has reared ; 
Or where Fanatic Seftaries abound, 
I fcower with pleafure my devouring round : 
But Albion, curfed ifle ! by Piiefts mifled, 
Falfe to my hopes, is in rebellion bred. 

Not that my emiflaries there I want : 
Atheifts to curfe, and Hypocrites to cant. 
Burgcfs ♦ aloft harangues the gaping crowd. 
While witty Garth f below blafphemes aloud s 
And to each other, though fo oppofite. 
Yet in my caufe both lovingly unite : 
* The celebrated Diflcntcr. f The great phyfician. N". 
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:^hc Toleration to my wHh proceeds, 
jNegleded' gardens muft be cboak'd with weeds. 
Oh, ^M I fmk the Sacramental Ted ! 
Down falls^at onee the Altar and the Pried t 
For ftill tlv* Eftabliflx'd Church -is all my bane ; 
And, while that ftands, 1 ne'er muft hope to reign. 
But then th«t Oxford, damn'd pedantic town 1 
Thus to be fool*d by a fquare-cap and gown ! 
tlow old and irlly, Satan, art thou> grown 1 

— But 'tis refolv'd, new meafures I will try, 
Quick to All-Souls, to Ttndal I will fly : 
Tindal, alike with me by God accurs'd ; 
In vice and error from his cradle nurs'd r 
He ftudies hard, and takes extreme dclighr, 
In whores or herefies to fpend the night : 
My vaiTal fworn ! he loves Confufion*s caufc, 
And hates, like me, all government and laws^ t 
All ties of duty, gratitude, are vain? 
No bonds his furious malice can relVrain : 
All interefts, civil, facred, ftill unite 
With idle toil, to check his ardent fpite." 

Thus having faid, quick down to earth he fell r 
Full in the middle of the Quadrangle : 
With fudden glance he travers'd all the rooms. 
And then forthwith a human ihape aiTumes. 
Like an old College-bedmaker he bent ; 
His cloven-foot he wriggled as he went ; 
A frowzy high-crown*d hat his face did hide, •* 

A hooked ftaif his tottering ftcps did guide, > 

*A bunch of various keys hung jangling by his fide. J 
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For fome efcaping made his madnefs rife. 
Inuring he fcovvl'd, and darken*d all the ikies : 
Unmindful of the many, Satan ftood, 
Revenge againft thofe flying few he vow*d t 
Then tofs'd the vipers round his horrid head. 
And thus indignant to himfelf he faid t 

«* Thefc kingdoms of the Earth of old were given. 
If I midake not, in exchange for Heaven : 
Their power, their wealth, and glory, all arc mine; 
I hold them from above by grant divine. 
Uxorious Adam, by my cunning croft. 
Forfeit to treafon, all their tenures loft t 
Then, if I hold by titles fuch as thefe, 
Who Ihali my tenures dare difpute or feize ? 
Yet— for all this— fpite of my fovcreign will. 
Some nations do decline their homage ftill. 
The three great quarters of the world are mine i 
See how their altars fmoak, and temples ihine I— • 

In Europe too, nor am I lefs rever'd 
Where grateful Rome her images has rear'd : 
Or where Fanatic Scftaries abound, 
I fcower with pleafure my devouring round : 
But Albion, curfcd ifle ! by Priefts mifled, 
Falfe to my hopes, is in rebellion bred. 

Not that my emlflaries there I want : 
Atheifts to curfe, and Hypocrites to cant, 
Burgcfs ♦ aloft harangues the gaping crowd, 
While witty Garth f below blafphemes aloud s 
And to each other, though fo oppofite. 
Yet in my caufe both lovingly unite : 
* The celebrated Diflcnter. f The great phyfician. N". 
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i^he Toleration to- my wHh proceeds, 
Negle6lad' gtrdens muft be choak'd with weeds. 
Oh, ^wAA I fmk the Sacramental Ted ! 
Down falls- at onee the Altar and the Pried ; 
For itill th' E(labli(h*d Church is all my bane ; 
And, while that (lands, 1 ne'er muft hope to reign. 
But then that Oxford, damn'd pedantic town 1 
Thus to be fool*d by a fquare-cap and gown ! 
. l^ow old and irlly, Satan, art thou grown 1 

— But 'tis refolvM, new meafures I will try, 
Quick to All-Souls, to Tindal I will fly : 
Tindal, alike with mc by God accurs'd ; 
In vice and error from his cradle nurs'd t 
He ftudies hard, and takes extreme delighr, 
In whores or herefies to fpend the night : 
My vaiTal fwom ! he loves Confufion's caufe. 
And hates, like me, all government and laws^ t 
All tics of duty, gratitude, are vainj 
No bonds his furious malice can retrain : 
All interefls, civil, facred, flill unite 
With idle toil, to check his ardent fpite." 

Thus having faid, quick down to eanh he fell r 
Full in the middle of the Quadrangle : 
With fudden glance he traversed all the rooms. 
And then forthwith a human ihape aiTumes. 
Like an old College-bedmaker he bent ; 
His clovcn-foot he wriggled as he went ; 
A frowzy high-crown*d hat his face did hide, •* 

A hooked ftalf his tottering (leps did guide, > 

'A buach of various keys bung jangling by his fide. J 
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Qnick to the Do^^pr's civiinber he repair'dy 
Three (olemo raps upon tlie door wec^ heavd i 
The Do£lor, liftening, trembled, fwore, aod ftar 
And in an inftant coAV'irds the door he goe^y 
The door, (elf-opening » took him thwart the nofe, 
Allpnilh'd, bacliL he (Uned wi(h a bound ; 
And thought, at leally he trod enohan(ed ground» 
But, as the rpe£i:re oearer to him dcew, 
y.efolv'd at laft, he ories, ** Zounds J l/^iiat ane .you 2*^ 

The Upright, ohferving Areigl>t his great coufuiion. 
Thus calmly iilfqee hipke (as h^ \ybo knpiws ^one}: 
** Dear Do6tor \ fT*y^Qe do not tremble fo : 
Pray be compps'd I what ? — not prippeUa know } 
The Devil i^ not ^me to fetch you now. 
Once Invas youfig, nor wanted female charms* 
When I lay p^r\ting in your curling ai;ms : 
Lock'd in ;hp folda of Love, wc both 4cfy'd 
The Statutes, and the Laws of Goo beBde. 
Then, my Civilian I as intranc'd you lay. 
How did you figh and kifs the Itours awayi 
Kot Alexander, with Statira bleft. 
His pAlTipn wich more tendemcfs exprefs'd. 
What though w^ch age and weaknefs now I bend. 
With wrinkles fliriveVd— nfor one tumbler fend : 
If not a midrefs, ufc me like a friend. 
For favours pad, fome fmall regards are due } 
I would not at tliefe years have flouted you ! 
Turn then, Barbarian, turn thy lovely eyes ; 
Survey me well :'— and mark my thin difguiie.-^ 

Ifo 
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fty coUege-xnatrott here thou fecHl ; 
kod thetr msfters I alike deteft, 
, as* thoa doft any Chridian prxeft; 
re thee (laiid» HeU's mighty ibvereign king ; 
ojeds thanKa^for thy laft work's I bring. 
r grim foasy mtk'emuladoii fir'd, 
h-diy lUghts^ thy Chriftian Rights requir'd^ 
hriftian Churdl's Rights : immortal page,, 
y thy mulitey impttdence, and rage ! 
s they aik, in (ullen furly mood, 
bcubus did cj'er thy fancy brood ? 
llreibttods thy name with k>ud applaufe, 
ve the leader, as they like the caufe : 
>v« ally the hot-brain'd Athieft crew, 
irer Greecie, or Rome, or Britain, knew, 
ill their laurels, and their palms to you. 
I ftniles^ and cries-— The work is done \ 
ihaU finiih (Satan's darling fon !) 
ihall finiih what Spinoza firil begun. 
1, Miltdn, Blount, Vanini, with him join ; 
tally admire the vaft defign. 
-co the trumpet's- and the clarion*s found ; 
Idy goblets whirl in eddies round, 
idal's healtli : — on earth may Tindal dwell I 
ay we have his pvefence here in Hell ! 
the glorious work has done, they cry, 
iriftian churehes all in ruins he !' 
3US ihoutings rend the livid iky.) 
;le fiend, through all the numerous hoftj 
:s the glafs, wlicn Tindal^is the toalt 



} 



} 



C>\^ 



pt^ MISCELLANY ROEMS: 

Old Epicurus to Lucretius bow*d, 
Young, witty, learn'd, vain, impudent, and proud r 
Diagoras next Apollonius fate ; 
The folemn fages on thy works debate ;-- 
The traitor Judas, lifleniog, grinning, ftood t 
Somerimes he mus*d, and then he la«gh'd aloud :- 
' Twiac rage, and hate, and fcom, at lall he criet, *^- 
Curfe on thee, fpr thy filly random kifs, p 

To take the Founder, and the Church to mifsl ^ ' 

Apoftate Julian rofe, and- loudly fwoire^ 
The Galilean's orapirewas no more; 
His royal priefthood ihould for ever ceafe^ . 
And Satan fhall regain the realms of blifs." 

J5y this time Tindal quite recover'd ftood.j •* ' 

His vifagc redden 'd with returning blopd.i ; . > 

And thus he ar;fwer'd (when he thrice had bow*d) j ' ' 

Dr. ** Great are the honours, which the Prince of Hell 
Bcftows upon a mortal Infidel : 
Nor with lefs pleafure I the praifes hear 
Your fub]fc£ts to my trifling labours fpare j 
Neither to you nor them, 1 mud confefs, ^ 
My duty, as I ought, I can exprefs r 
Fain would I merit more ! would they but praife mc 

lefs. 
But give roe leave (as I *m in duty bound) 
To pay thee, Satan ! reverence moft profound 
(liere with his head nine times he touch'd the 

ground). 

Civility furprizing, I acknowledge ; 
To vifit a" poor Fellow of a College { 

For 
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T^or Heirs drcjul emperor to condefcend, 

Himfelf, to lee a vile tcrreftrial friend ! 
Tell me, ye Gods of Erebus and Night ! 

How liave ye heardof fuch a worthlefs wight! 

What thanks are then, Supreme Apoilate ! due 
iFrom mc (the meaneft of God's foos) to you ?*' 
S, " Egregious youth ! theu laft beft hopes of Hell! 

All Satan's fons liave hitherto done well; 

But thou all Satan's Tons do'fl far excel. 

—However, let us not, my worthy friend. 

Our time, in ceremonies only fpcnd : 

Nine times three minutes I can only (lay. 

And cannot bear the lead approach of day : 

Then to the bufmefs <|uickly let us come ; 

*Tis what you ftudy here, and I at home. 

The Church of England is the curfed thing, ^ 

Thai^youand I muft to deftruflion bring." 

D. " Thanks, great DeAroyer ! .if. fo mean a roan 

As I but. work fucli mighty mifchief can j 

No time nor coft 1 11 fpare ; no ftrength or pains 
<(The Church of England's loiles are my gains). 

Some Dcanry then to my lay -fee (hail fall ; 

The Bifliopricks — my betters muft: have — All.** 
•^.••* I tell tlice, Tindal, and obfcrve it well : 

"Merit like thine does all reward excel. 

For gold, or fame, let little fouls contend; 

>Di(intcrericd mifchief he thy end : 
>Only with patience in thy work perfifl ; 

To Hell's infernal C.iifar leave the reft." 

D. " Oh, Emperor ! what merit can I claim, 

ITlie youngefl hero in thy lifts of fame? 

.1 ^MV 
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'Had I of old (as Scrtpturc-anwils fing^ 
Wag'd war with thee 'gainfl Heaven's perpetual King j 
'Had 1 (but only on the conquerM fide) 
DifplayM with thee my vanity and pride ; 
-.Some laurel then I could witli j^eifurc wear. 
And without bluflitng now my praifcs bear." • 

8. ** Extremes on all fides wc with jui!icc blame ; ^ 
A little then thy hcadftrong rage reclaim ; r 

lAnd try thy luft of anarchy to tame. J 

Mifchicf enough remains on earth undone; 
Then check thy flight tow'rds Hcarcn,-mytowcringfoB, 
The greateft worth ilill bounds and limits 'knows 5 
Be fatisfy*d — and gall thy pr^fcnt foes. 
The Chriftian Church is ftill in fafety fcund $ 
•Let that be firft quite levelM to the ground. 
When thou haft finifli'd this (no fmall defign). 
Thou may 'ft with reafon for frdh mifdiief pine? 
And, before all the Chriftian Churches, flitl 
Let Albion^ Church employ thy utmoftikillv^ 
• Quick againft tlwit thy fecond battery raife. 
And equal to thy mifchief be rl\y praife. 
"Her Clergy firft with foulcft lyes defame 5 
Her Clcrgy> of whatever age or name : 
■Rome's Pontiff and the ruling Elders fpare 5 
To blacken Albion's Bifliops, be thy care; 
Tell how that realm is by the Bifliops curs'd j 
All difcord, error, by their canons nurs'd : 
New fchemes of government unheard-of raife ; 
And all (hut that which you live under) praife : 
For mad Republics ftill thy ftrains purfuej 
»For mad Repul)lics, whether old or new, 

AU 
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All curfeil Momrchies tKke decry^ 
Mix*tl, abfolucc, dicir various rights <fen<r ? 
Monarchs as Tyrants in thy books difplayf 
Bifliops-as fcllcr Tjrrants far than they : 
Falfe are our hopes, snd prontlefs our pains, 
Wliilc Biihops mitres wear, arid Anna reigns,** 
^/>. " It (ball be done : great Enemy of light ! 
I bear them all with thee an equal fpitc : 
An equal fpite, though not a potver, I bring 
With thee, 'gainft Heaven's all-ruling tyrant King, 
i hate his Son, ts much as you, or more/' 

5. " Why wilt thou thus aloft unbounded foar ? 
Scoop, Ooop thy wings; on earth again dcfcend.'* 

'/). •* At thy monition, downwards thus I bend | 
And only wifli — His Church on earth may end! 
dh, were my will but once Britamiia^s Law 1 
Rome Ihould again the fer^'ile nation a^ve; 
The Druids clfc regain their loft abodes, 
And Thor and Woilen be Britannia's Gods^: 
idols in every temple (hould be found. 
The poor in chains of Superftition bound ; 
The rich in Luxury and Atheifm drown'd : 
All Decency and Order Ihould be damn'd ; 
And wild Enthutiafm run bellowing through the land. 
AlU in their turns, be Prophets, Priefts, and Kings; 
Dtflin£iions are but meer fancaftic things : 
All Government does from the people flow ; 
Whom they nwke Priefts or Kings, arc truly fo. 

Thefe are the do£lrines in the Rights I teach, 
Ko matter what the Prophas or Apoftlcs preach." 

7 S. ** MoCc^ 
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S, ** Mofes indeed (a wonder-working Jew) 
Tells you, how Empire firft in Eden grew ; 
That Adam ivas the firft undoubted King, 
And from his loins -all future Monarchs-fpring : 
All regal power on -earth with him began, 
And through his veins to his firft-born it ran : 
God mcde die Monarch ^hen he made the Man. 
The Patriarchs hence tlieir right imperial claim 'd; 
And the firft fon tjhc fucceflbr was nam*d : 
The People never gave Dominion birth ; 
As well might crowns like mulhrooms fpring^rom cftftht 
Motions,'! orwn, tliat have been reckoned ^od, 
• But wondrous old— I think— before the flood. 
■©ry I hard to fwallow : fome of narrower threats 
Doubt, or deny, and think this Rabbi doats ; 
So comment all the text away with notes. 

Next, He of Nazareth, the Prophet, came 
(To rae and thee * an ever Iwtefuil name) : 
The fchemeiMofaic he in pieces broke,* 
But gaird the nations with an equal yoket 
Of Monarchs and their crowns he little faid ; 
(Only, To Caefar, Caefar's things be paid). 
The laws of earthly realms he let alone j 
But,»in exchange, beneath his priefts ye groan : 
Andjif-from Heaven (as they pretend) he caine; 
Their Priefthood then from Heaven they juilly claim : 
Bnt that a little fliocks my faith." D, " Much mine:" 
S, ** The Chriftian Priefthood then is not divine* 

* Tindal, bad as he was, is furely delineated here in terms 
of exagg^: ration. N. 

...' ■ ' If 
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If Jefus then was not the Son of God, "% 

Thcnanimpoftor;'*/). «' Whichltlunk:".y. AllowM!*' |- 

/). *' And juftiy on the crofs th' impodor bow'd. J 
Ye coming ages, for th'impoftor's fake, 
Of all his tribe the like examples make ; 
With equal pain and fhame his followers vex. 
With endlefs plagues that progeny fcrplex ; 
Let them from earth with utmoft fury fly. 
To feek their weights of glory in the iky * !** 

S. << He ftrfty then they, thofe ilavifh do^krines taught. 
That no revenge muft on your foes be wrought | 
That crowns -celedial were to cowards given ; 
And only (laves -on eanh were lords in heaven * 
Dodbines, too low for thy erected race t 
Reje6tYheni then, fublimer far embrace; ' 
SubmifTion does thy manly tcibe difgrace* 
Do thou thy native fiercenefs bravely ibow ; 
Rather than pardon, give the forencioft blciw s 
Forgivcncfs is the coward's want of Ikill, • 
Or ftrength to cxccuK his angry wiU ; 
Or elfe revenge delayed, till time mature . 
Succeed the vengeance, make refentnient fure. 
Thou on thy foes with fpced and vigour fly ; 
And every bold otFender, let him die : 
Stay not till lie tliy pardon may implore^ 
^r, if he does, kt that inccnle thee more ; 

* See, " The Axe laid to the Root," where you may 
ainly find fuch malice, and fuch blafphcmy, to be the fen- 
nents and language of thcfc execrable .Ti'oIlaics» Evans* 

Vol IU. K Ic 



} 



130 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

It (hews a coward ; and a coward's blow' 

Dcferves tlT« utmofl that thy rage can do r 

Thy humour be thy law, thy luft thy guide j" 

Nor fubject be to any thing bcfide> 

But obftinacy, van-rty, and prkic. 

In truths likfe thcfe the hat«dy Britons train j 

Thus fubjefts wife their Hbertks rfldintain j- 

And thus Rebellion will fec^irely're^ign. '-'^ 

Suhje£i:s like thei'e their treniblkig rulers awoj 

Thus Kings receive, the People give, the las¥. 

If any i^aucy Monarch dart o]:^re, . 

Or pedant BKhop, let them foel their foes ; 

To death or exile quick the trtitor* driven • ■ 

No Rebels to the People ought to live. 

Thus Laud * and Siuart:*^ both widi juftice clied| 

"pierce Cromwell, with the mattf 6n his iidc,^ 

Thus check'dthe Brelate'» and the Monarch's' priik.'- 

D, " And thus it is. True Oracle of Lyes ! 
That, in the flights, the- Britons I advife : 
But they remain relu^^antca my will ; 
Their beer and beef confirmthdm blockheads ililL 
Would tliey but publicly my do^rines own, 
The Monvchy had long ere this been down : 
Epifcopacy of that name bereft ; 
And that is almoil all it now has left. 
If common fprtune does my toils attend. 
My Second Rights that order quite (hall end, 

Inftru6l me, mighty Leader ! to oppofe 
Priefts, Bifliops, Kings^ Britannia's only foes. 

* The great archbilhop, and his royal mailer. N* 
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J. ** Tindal f — Your Rights I like in general well i 
Yet, in fome parts, youVc broke the laws of Hell. 
You fpeak too plain, and lay your cloak afide : 
Forbear ; be covcr'd — 1 chaftife fuch pride. 
Wife fowlers do not thus themfelves proclaim. 
But wind uath caution round the watchful game : 
Had I, like you, the Hypocrite difown'd, 
Adam had ne'er beneath my fceptre groanM. 
Bravocs in tJther countries never cry 
The men in public they intend (hall die. 

Would 'fl thou ? Civilian? depths Satanic know? 
Tlien to thefe rules widi deep attention bow. 

Let Moderation all your counfcls guide ; 
Nothing does Vice fo well as Vinue hide : 
True {lerlingand infernal Treafon^ — this ; 

Formal begin, * All hail !' — and then the kifs : 

With caution moft deliberate proceed ; 

The fwifceft is not ftill the furcft fpced : 

To brutal rafhnefs few great deeds we owe; 

Heroes in mifchicf civil are, and (low: 

A gentle aiifwer all objeftion folves j 

Sheeps cloathing is the proper garb fgr wolves. 

In vain againfl Religion war you wage, 

Without the Serpent's cunning, with his rage." 
• D. " Accept my thanks, Hades, all-fapient Sire ! 

Who can enough thy politicks admire ? 

PrOilrate I kneel, and for thy pardon fue ; 

For Moderation all my vows renew : 

Then bow thine ear, and liflcn to my cries ; 

And snake me^ like thyf^lf^ both brave and wife V* 

K a 5K 
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. S. " Tiius your Stage-poets too are ill to blame, 

Tholi: puppies ever over-run tlieic game j 

Over all bounds, all precipices kap } 

Nor mind the lalhings of the Hunter's whips 

liawdy, Prophancnels, Blafphcmy* they join | 

Think only Wit w'n\\ VVickednefsdivinei 

Turn every tiring that 's facred to a jeft j 

In Chriftian countries, never fparc a Pricft. 

For faults like thcfe, fierce Jerry Collier * rofc ; 
Brilkly he charg*d and routed all his foes : 
E'en die train-band -reformers could engage 
Such fots, with glory equal to their rage. 

For faults like thefc, from France the dancers come^ 
And eunuch finging-choi riders from Rome : 
At vaft expcnce thofe epicures are fed j 
The Poets, Players, jullly want their bread. 

'Tis for thefe rcafons Theatres decay, 
Prophanencfs fmks, and Blafphemy gives way t 
Bawdy no more with pleafure can be heard ; 
The niodcft civil fmncrs all are fcar'd. 

For this, one houfe a timber-yard is turn'd | 

Oh ! had you heard — how wanton D 1 f mouni*d I 

The pillars too of all the others bend j 

1 fee their pageant Deities defcend ; 

And all in real flames their painted glories end. 

The mighticft Emperors, moft gracious Qjieens, 

Dwindle to pimps and whores liehind the fcenes. 

With prudence then divert th' impending blow. 

Some moderation in your madnefs ihow : 

* Tl\e well-known declaimer againft theatrical rrprefeo- 
j»tlons. N* f FolUblyJDockct, a good comedian. N. 

For 
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For lewdneft, for difcrectcr lewdnefs, call ; 
For raodeft vice;— or elfe the ftage will fall. 
Your nafty nakcdncfs to rage provokes ; 
On quickly with your vizards— all, and cloaks. 

Plays are like poifons ; if they *rc tempered right, 
They ne'er offend the tafte, the fmell, or fight : 
Bawdy barc-fac'd mufl: never be allow'd ; 
Ev'n whores are mafk'd, and modeft in a croud. 
No Blafphemics be bellowM from the Aage, 
Nor any public wars with Virtue wage : 
In private be as wicked as ye will ; 
Do not abroad my myfteries reveal !— 
Rakes I abhor : all fots fo loudly lewd ; 
Hell bluihes at the giddy fenfelefs brood t 
Whate*er you think (and pray fuch coxcombs tell). 
We have fome moderty at lead— in Hell : 
Not fuch as is in filly virgins feen ; 
Grave, folid, fobcr, ferious Vice, I mean^ 

Be then thefe rules ohfcrv'd alike by all j 
And Vice again (hall rife, and Virtue fall : 
The realms of Darknefs every day incrcafei 
Lewdnefs grow great, as Modcfty grows Icfs r 
Atheifis, with Poets, Players, (wretches vile 
By the Saints call'd) (hall govern Albion's iflej 
And Satan on you all propiiious fmile." 

/). ** If Satan fmiles, what mortal (hall wiihfland 
TU* unerring thunder of my vengeful hand > 
Li lien, ye Britons, then, to Tindal's lore j 
Vi\ i'oon relieve you from tyrannic power : 

K. ^ ]^0! 
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Nor Pricrts nor Monarchs fhal! in fetters bind 
Much longer any free-horn Briton's mind : 
I'il teach you, every hullct-licaded wight, 
To drink all day, and fornicate all night.** 

S. " Well ftarted, Cafuift .'--'tis a Briton's right 
Whoring 's a very httlc venial fm. 
If Phyllis be but vvholefome, cheap, and clean ; 
And drunkennefs is phyfically good, 
To cure the fpleen, and circulate the blood. 

Pray, when you take a new Satanic text, 
Inftru£t your honeft blockhead Britons next 
How by the Gofpcl they 're all plagued and vext 
Show them, that 'tis beneath a Briton's care. 
To fpcnd his time in faeraments and prayer." 

D, " It Ihall be done, moft Anti-chriflian Spright ? 
And the Three Creeds, my Liege, can ne'er be right : 
Three Creeds ? but One my faith does puzzle (juitc. 

Suppofe that not were by the Commons freed 
Out of the Decalogue, and placed i* th* Creed : 
That little trifling particle — that not ! 
(Or if expung'd — 'twould be no mighty blot.)** 

S, " Compendious thought I well wonhy to fuc- "^ 
cced." 

D. ** Thus Faith and Praflice both at once would 
bleed:" 

,S. " That would be Liberty and Property indeed !**^ 

D, " Oh, would but time that happy fcene diclofe. 
In which no Senator fhould dare oppofe ' 
That vote ; but all unanimoufly join. 
Me and themfelves to free from laws divine ! 

Then 
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Then uncomrol'd Td humour crery luft> 
Apd only be to wine anU women iuft.'* 

S. ** Nothing ihould hind a Bricifh Parliament^ 
Without each individual's confcnr. 
The rtoTfb 'covicra6^ never yet was laid 
Bbfore the Houfes ; nor has once l^eo read. 
Or pafsM in cither.— Wherefore then obtry'd ?* 

/). ** Was Horeb^ rigid contra^ made for nr\e ? 
Did I the thunders hear, or lightnings fee ?" 

^. ** Then, not confenttng, you arc plainly, free. 
All contrails, where one party *8 over-aw'd. 
The Civil Law^ I think> deems null and void. 
No freedom with thofc Ten Commandments lafts. 
That Horcb contraft all your freedom blafts : 
Diffolvc that contraft, try your utmofi (Irength, 
Yott mavy jperhaps, find friends enough at length : 
Do thou, my Canonift ! prepai-e a bill; 
The houfe can any Covenants repeal : 
And who ftiall dare oppofe a Senate's will ? . 
But, 1 *m afraid, their boegling at the Teft 
Gives us but {lender ground to hope the bcft. 
Had they that Bill but gcneroufly pafs'd, 
With better grace you might have urg'd this I3A." 

D. " Your Majcfly makes merry with your fiave. '*] 

A*. ** Dod thou then reckon thine own projcfts grave, 
Thy projc£ls in the Rights ? thou partial knave ! 
Well, to be fcrious — nay, nay, why that look ?— 
There *s vci y wretched rcafoning in thy book : 
Bur, if you plcafe the nation with fuch iluifj 
And make the CItrgy odious — 'tis enough. 

K 4 Thy 
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Thy knowledge of the Scnpture toe is iinall. 

But that, and logic in a Lawyer, (hall 

Not be by me iniin:ed on at alL 

Could you no better than you reafbn railj 

Tixidal, 'twixt friends, the Farfons would prevaiL" 

/>. "I *ve done my beft : what mortal can do more t 
I 'm fure there 's malice in my book, good ftore." 

S. «« Yes, pretty well^Doaor of Civil Law ! 
At lad— I heed not logic of a flraw : 
Though lefs than in thy Rights, I own, I never faw. 
—No matter— Malice, Slander, does as well : 
Thefe are our conilant arguments in Hell* 
Be fure, then, in your Second Rights, take care. 
That curs'd Eftablifli'd Clergy not to fpare .- 
Load them with Malice, Slander, every where. 
Stab thefft, my Ruffian l" flab them through with lyes; 
Till at thy feet that order, gafping, dies. 
Then I myfclf will lead thee down to Hell,. 
Tkcre, in fupremeft pomp^ with me to dwell. 
The Furies patient (hall thy coming wait,. 
In magic circles, to attend thy State : 
Ten thoufand Infidels before thee fly. 
To clear thy paiTage through the crouded iky. 
At thy approach. Rebellion ftern will rife, 
All fmear'd with blood and galh'd; (* To arms 1 (he cries, 
Hurling a fpear tow'rds Htavtn) fince Tindal *s ours. 
Let's re-attack, ye Fiends, th' aitherial towers.* 

Democracy, (a noify patriot fool, 
The rabble's idol, and the ftatcl man's tool,) 
After her faucy and familiar way, 
* Do6lor, I 'ra yours ; yours ^arrily ! ihe *11 fay. 

7 How 
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How fares on earth the Jus Divinum ? dead ! 

Do the Patricii the Plebes dread ? 

Almoft — then fling this Mitre at that Monarch's head.' 

Sedition loud, to Tumult mad, fliall bawl ; 

And welcome thee to Satan's gloomy hall : 

Slander with all her fnakes fhall hi is thy praife ; 

Treafon leave all her plots, on thee to gaze : 

Lewdnefs with Deifm (hall record thy name. 

And Envy (hall not envy thee thy fame. 

That withered* crooked witch, old Herefy, 

Will wanton, frantic grow, at iight of thee ; 

Catch thee with luft exilatic in. her arms^ 

Smiling with youth renewed, and virgin charms ;• 

Then eager prefs her burning lips to thine, 

And round thy neck, like a fond midrefs, twine. 

Vain-glory (mighty Builder!) laft (hall raife, 

At my expence, this fabrick to thy praife : 

Three hundred cubits from the folid ground, -^ 

(And all embofs'd with fwclling fculpturc round) li 

The column rifes juftj with ftrength and beauty crown'd. ^ 

High on its flaming top (hall Tindal ftand j 

The Chriftian Rights wide open in thy hand : 

There thou ibalt teach the damn'd to curfe, revile y 

God's Priefthood and his Sons: the damn'd, the while, > 

Forgetting all their pains, (hall lillening fmilc. ^ 

Sullen Enthunafm, tearing of his hair, 

Didorted, foaming, trembling, in defpair. 

Low at the pillar's bafe halt-rais'd Ihall lie, •>' 

Then, daring upwards, with a ftirick fhall cry, f 

« Arc AtlicilU hfred up in Hell fo high I * V 
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On thy right-liand prouct Bkfphemy Aail fity 

And on thy left, Prophancnefs : fcurriie Wit, 

Impuckncc, Sophiftry, (H^W's rabble rout) 

AVith Error, Folly, Vanity, and= Doubt, 

<Huzza-thc Rights-thcChriftian Rights r (Mi (hout, 

The Scriptures, all to (hi vers torn, (ball By 

Like driving fnows along a flormy &y j 

The fpoils of Chriftian Churches &all bedraw 

With fvvcet confuiion all tlic plain below. 

Rage unreclaimed fitall round tlie ruins ride. 

With ftupidJjTeligion by his (idc : 

(On earth by Flaccery both for Patriots prai^'d. 

In Hell'by me to feats infernal rais'd :) 

Thcfe (hall tl\c fccptre, robes, and diadem, bring, 

While I, anoint thee — Mifchicf's Monkey King. 

Such are the honours I prepare for tliofe. 

Who are, like thee, to Priefts immortal foes. 

Was ever land by filly Priefts miiled ? 
Did ever ancient heroes Parfons dread ? 
Ye drowzy Senators, from deep arifc ! 
Ye public Patriots, when will ye be wife ? 
Would ye a true dependent Pricfthood have, 
Kefume the Tithes your dull Forefathers gave. 
Let them at altars for fubfcriptions wait, 
Or arbitrary pcnfions of the State : 
Then, if they dare but what you'd have them teach, 
Let them, like Paul, at their own charges preach : 
While they their Bifhopncks and Deanries keep, 
Thefe Wolves will never tremble at you Sheep." 

D. " That little text, my Liege! thefe notions nicks; 
* Jefurun, till he fattens, never kicks'." 

S. 
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S, " Th« Convocation, do whare'cr I can. 
Still thwarts the maafures of my dark Divan." 

D. " Might Slaves with Emperors in counfel ihare^ 
That Senate in ten thoufand pieces tear. 
In that Britannia's Church coUe6^ed (lands 
A giant with two heads, three hundred hands. 
Bodies united terrible appear ; 
Which fcparate no fingle man would fear : 
i^ach coward fingly I myfelf could beat ; 
But dare not all of them together meet. 
So wary hawks do fearful pigeons &y, 
As they in fquadrons wing the liquid fky r 
When join'd. in troops, tht foe tliey wifely fliun ; 
And yet they *ll kill a thoufand, one by one." 

S, " Now I commend thee, Matthew I wifely faid; 
And wifely with fuch enemies proceed : 
Do thou inflru£l: the Commons, and the Law, 
With praemunires ftill thofe Priefts to awe ; 
Then they '11 fubmit ; thus Henry gain'd his caufe : 
All Ihepherds tremble at a lion's paws : 
For though to others they of fufFering talk, 
Ib their owa cafe they ftill that do6trine baulk. 
And, after all, if thofe Two Houfes meet — " 
— /). " The Devil"— .y. « And the Doaor"— Z). " Bot& 

are bit : 
But for their gracious Emprefs — there 's the talk—" 
S. ** Which will my utmoft care and caution aik* 
I own, (he *s arm'd with piety and prayers; 
Such goodnefs frequently eludes my fnares. 
Firm and unfliak'en, hitherto fhc 'as (lood : 
l>lor heeds the noifc and workings of the floods 
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But Hope> you mortals fay, with life does laft ; 
Though beaten ftili, ftill I can rife as faft. 
You ca»inot but remember gentle Eve ; 
To me — the wheedling of the ladies leave. 

Old Clarendon docs well my friends difgrace : 
"What then? my friends at court have met with place. 
Patient I '11 wait — obferve the rolling iky s 
Then — catch the lucky minutes as they fly. 

Once, with fuccefs, I hunted mighty game ; 
That day fhall ftand con(ign*d to deathlefs fame, 
Earth trembled as my Beagles roaring onward came. 
Remorfclefs round the Royal Hart they (lood, 
And plung'd their dewlaps in his facrcd blood* 
The powers infernal, jealous, wonder'd why, 
'Twas given to mortal men to fin fo high. 
Thus fell old pious Charles, in fufferir.gs brave ; 
The Rebels rul'd, their Monarch was their flave : 
His clemency did firft his ftate enthrall ; 
And by his goodnefs 'twas I wrought his fall. 
I fiird his Senates with my fancy brood, 
Ere£t with fin and impudence they ftood ; 
The Subjeft heftor'd, and the Monarch bow'd. 
For that, perhaps, above he is renown'dj 
But, fincc on earth a traitor's death he found, 
I'm fatisfy'd." /). ** So may all kings be crown 

S. ** Oh, Anna I when will thy devotion ceafc ? 
"When will thy ftrcams of charity decreafe. 
That better hopes may to our profpe£l rife ? 
But thou 'rt confirm'd the Darling of the Skies. 
Why art thou thus too generoufly great, 
[ To fink chy own, to raife the Clergy's ftjite ? 
'^ ' What 
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What blefTings ftill attend thy glorious reign ! 
Oh, Anna! mod pcrvcrfcly pious Queen ! 
Heaven fniiles to fee thee rule thy reahns bclowr • 
And foFercign power with fovercign goodncfs fhovf t 
The royal Grandfire's worth,' with better fate, 
Shall m <ke thee through all ages truly great." 

D, ** All mighty ills by Fates adverfe are crofs'd | 
Thus we not works, but wifhes only boaft : 
Brave Kavillac * Ihould elfe but fecond Hand 
To me, in Hell's tlTafliinating band 
Were it not otlierwife decreed above ; 
The Guardian Angels (Hll the Arongefl prove. 

But, Sir, — rhofe fooUfli Univerfities ! 
Are they too guarded by Supreme Decrees ? 
Oh, would forae other Henry but arife ! 
DiflTolve their colleges, their buildings burn. 
And all their books to flames and aihes turn ; 
Sell all their lands, to make the nobles drunk. 
That every commoner, as olim nunc, 
Might at the Church's charges keep — a punk. 

Then ttiou, Bridgewater f I (houkril in Europe claim 
Oxford's immortal venerable name : 
Cambridge to Taunton f all her towers reiign j'* 

S, ** And both in mighty Tindal's praifes join.** 

V. " Thus Piety and Learning fhould decay. 
And Ignorance and Atheifm bear the fway.'* 

S, ** £x([uirice fiend ! Satan's undoubted feed I 
How does thy likenefs juftify thy breed ! 

* The aflaflinator of Henry IV. of France. N. 
f Two noted Prdbyteriaa Seminaries in the Weft of 
£n^nd. Evans. 
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What pity 'tis, it ever fliould be fiaid. 
That thou did ft eat a paltry prelate's bread ! 
For fhame ! for fliamc ! thy Fellowlhip refign I 
Nor.longcr with thofe Chriftian coxcombs dincj 
Forfakc thy pedant cell, to courts repair. 
Triumphant Athcifm thou wilt meet with there : 
Thy moft degenerate friends the courtiers tell. 
We have not fuch ingratitude in Hcil : 
To let « youth like thee reganllefs pafs, 
l^or mind the glories of thy glittering face. 
Merit like thine to meet with no reward ! 
Ye guardian powers of Vice, 'tis wondrous hard ! 
jfing David's admonition here is juft ; 
*"■ Not prindes, nor in any courtiers truft !* 

But hold — my time is almoft quite cxpir'dj 
Beiides, below my prefence is rcquir'd. 
— Rot thcfc Republicans I I am bctray'd ; 
That Tu£chin has an infurre6tion made 
With his depofing doArincsj bur, ere day, 
ril teach that dog Hell's Monarch to obey. 
;Do tliou, then, quickly thefe few orders take, 
And I thy room, at prefcnt, will forfakc : 

" To all thy real and admiring friends, 
** Satan, by thee, his hearty love commends. 
** To Toland, Collins, Stephens, Afgill, tcH, 
** Sir Robert Howard greets them kindly well j 
*' And hopes to fee them Ihortly all— in Hell. 
** From me the Phoenix Editors falute ; 
■** And I 'vc a letter here for Squire Shute *. 

* I believe afterwards the great L^rd Barrington, juftly 

celebrated for his lingular integrity of life, and for the piety 

•of bijB writing, R. « Joha 
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*< John Dunton, \tith Ivia bFCthron of rkc bays, 
«< His love to G«rth, WafphCTnwig Ganh, conveys : 
. " Ami thank* hrmfor hi& Pagan funtrai praiftf. 
" Hopes WyGherky,Avhoic Chriftian name is Will, 
" Continues very witt\', wicked flill : 
*• The like of Ccxugrcve, Vanbrook % and tlie Ttil, 
" W ho fvvcar, tJiat all Religion is a Jcft. » 

«< Tell Doflor Burnet f. Theory I mean, 
«« His Eve ami Serpent have our Tatler been : 
" Lucian t\\c maibcr for tiiat dialogue thanks ; 
" The Snake abd Lady, faith, play— pretty pranks 

« Hugii Peters fomething faid, a canting for, 
** AI>out one Ben J — his fur-name I fiorgot H : 
" His * Meafures of SubmifEon* were obeyed 
*' Exa£ily by Wat Tyler and Jack Cade. 

«* George Fox to Lacy had fome warnings groan^d^. 
** But his AitF fcrib* was no wl»cfe to be fiMind : 
" The fool himfclf can neither wtitc nor read ; 
" The motions of his chops I did not heed. 

" Old Arius cry'd, O Lucifer I I charge ye, 
" Thank Whifton for his Mon^o to tlie clergy, 
*. " Oliver's porter ftopp'd me at HelPs door, 
*' And in my cars this prophecy did roar : 
** A certain circumflex entimfiaft K.nigi)t, 
" Of Britain-Great, a very little wight, 

♦ Sir John Vanhrugh ; he was ofien called Vnnbrook ia 
ttce^rly part ot his lite. — He will appear a& a j>oet in the 
fourth volume of this collection. N. 

f Dr. Thomas Burnet, maner of the Charter-houfe ; author 
«f " The Theory of ihc Earth." N. + Hoadly. R. 

II Swift has given this thought an admirable turn, when he 
hauled to cxprefs coniemiit — *» The fellow who \<;i^ 
^* pilloried— his name I have tbrgoc." N. 
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** Sir Richard Bulkelcy * call'd ; bid him but wait, 
•** When Emcs f does rife, his woiihip will be ftreighc 
*< Hav6 yc not here on earth, pray, Hell-whelps too ?** -^ 

D^ *^ Your Highncfs means, if I conjefture true, j 
Our Blockhead Obfervator and Review.'* [hang'd* i 

S. ^* The fame — They 're lazy curs, I 'U have tliem 
Or elfe, 'till all their bones are broken, bang'd. 
In half this time Pryn ruin'd Church and State." 

J). " AH Scoundrels cannot grow, by fcribbling, great. 

S. ** If they can nothing more to purpofe fay, 
I 'Unburn their papers, and withdraw their pay. 
Tr'ytliee reach hither, Matt ! the Bibliothequc 
Choify, where th' author of your works does fpeak z 
Becaufe Socinus has a wager laid. 
There 's fomething greatly to your honour faid s 
And that our fcribbling Swifs, Le Clerc, will fay 
As much — of any Devil in Hell — ^for pay, 
In winter, when at Conftantine^s you meet. 
Pray tell that club, I kifs their cloven feet, • 
And at the Calve's-head-feaft when next you dine. 
Accept thefe flaiks of Acherontic wine : 
The toaft bc'^honcft Noll's good health and mine. 
Ill have a brace of Dukes within this fe'nnight. 
Spite of the <iodlrine of that Docror Kennet. 
From me, as from a friend, his Reverence tell, 
^Vc 've Men of Senfe and "Quality in Hell. 
*Tis well rcmemhtr'd — Take one parting kifs; 
Thine elder brother Judas fent thee this.** 

Thus having faid, he in a mifl: withdrew. 
And in a moment up the chimney flew. 

* See Bp. Hoadly's Works, vol, I. p. 107. R, 

f They pretcmled they could raife Dr. Emcs from tht 
^ad. R. VER- 
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^np HANK heaven I at lart our wars arc o'er 5 

•*" Wc *rc very wife, and very poor : 
All our campaigns at once are done ? 
Wc Ve ended where we juft begun, 
*In perfe£t peace : long may it la(l| 
And pay for all the taxes pafl ! 
Refill th' Exchequer, chace our fears. 
And dry up all the ladies' tears, 
♦ Botany Profeflbr to the XJnivcrfity of Oxford, and 
'Keeper of the Phyfic Garden ; both which offices appear 
to hare been enjoyed by his father, who was the firlt Keeper of 
'the Phylic "Garden, wrote a volume of the ** Plantarum 
** Hiftoria univerfatis Oxonienfis, feu Herbarum Diftributfo 
'^* nova," and was to have added a third volume on trec^s, but 
died in 1679. The firft volume of that work was compiled 
by Dr. Robert Morrifon, a native of Aberdeen, who, quit- 
-ting Scotland in the troubles, iludied at Paris, took a degree 
in phyfic at Angers, directed the royal gardens at Blo» 
till the death of the duke of Orleans ; at the Rcftoration he 
was appointed overfeer of the klng'u gardens, fellow of the 
-College of Phyficians, and in 1669 profeflbr of Botany in the 
UnivcriBty of Oxford, where he read Icftures till he fet about 
publilhingthe " Univerfal Knowledge of'SimpItts.'* Wood's 
Fafti, Ilf 178. Edmund Gayton, the Poetafter, wrote a 
poem on Mr. Jacob Bobart*s ** Yeomen of the Guards to the 
" Phyfic Garden, to the tune of the Counter Scuffle ; Oxford, 
'* 1662." See "Britifh Topography," I. 137. II. 137, 138. 
Pile younger Bobart (who was an old man in 171 3) collcfl^d a 
hr:i'S Siccus in twenty volumes. See this Epiftlc, ^, \<Ji, '^ • 

Vol. III. L ^^^ 
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Forhulbands,'fons, and lovers loft; 
In duck fome, in battles moft. 

Rife, rife, ye BHtons, thankful rife ? 
iExtol your Emprefs to the ikies ; 
Crown her with laurels ever green. 
With olives fair inwove between : 
Her courage drew the conquering fword 5 
Her wifdotn.banilh*d.peacereftor'd. 

Long, wondrous Anna ! may'ft thou livc^ 
T* enjoy thofe blclTings which you giv«: 
To guard thy friends, confound thy foesy 
And fix the Church and State's repofe : 
And late, for peace to Britain given, 
3e.crowu'd with endlefs peace in Heaven f 

•Farewelly ye camps andfieges dire. 
With all your cannons, fmoke, and fife ! 
Ye vi^ories and trophies vain, 
A cenain lofs, uncertain gain ! 
Ye fquadrons and battalions bravt, 
Who firft your foes, then friends cnflavc'1 
Ye gallant leaders, who delight. 
For glory lefs, than gold, to fight! 
Yc,public patriots, plac*d on high, 
To fell thofe votes, which firft ye buy ? 
Andi)ards, whofc mercenary lays 
Such heroes and fuch ftatefmen.praife ! 

An.honeft Mufe alike difclaims 
Such authors, and their impious themes -j 
And, with ii more becoming grace, 
Her fong.impactixi d«cs addrefs, 

fiobart, 



VERTUMNUS. t^f 

BoUrt, to thee, the Mufes* friend : 
Bobart, the proimsVi fong attend. 
And where ne difference a^^ars 
Betwixt the fubje^l:, and the verfe s 
But lie who praifes, and is prais'd^ 
On equal eminence are raised : 
No flatteries thence are to be fear'd, 
Nor hopes enconrag'd of reward. 
Such is our cafe : — I honour thee 
For fomethingy tliou for fonnething me ( 
Sincerely both : our thoughts the fame. 
Of courtiers, fortune, and of fame ; 
Alike (in pity to mankind) 
To peace, to heavenly peace, inclin'd* 

To peace, my friend I that thou and t, 
Ko colours fluttering in the fl^y ; 
With frightful faces, glittering arms 
^Bellona's military charms) $ 
May undiflurb'd and fludious rove, 
O'er every lawn, through every grove. 

See various Nature, in each fieUi, 
Her flowers and fruits luxuriant yield { 
While the bright God of day prefidcs 
Aloft, and all tke feafons guides j 
Jocund to run his annual courfe. 
With never-tiring fpeed and force. 

With golden hair the God of day 
Wings from the Eaft his fervid way ; 
The liars, applauding as he flies. 
To fee him flretch along the ikies ; 

Li Ta 
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To fee him roll his fiery race 

Athwart the vaft aethereal fpacc j 

Unbind the frofts, diiToIve the fnowsy ■' 

As round the radiant Belt lie goes. 
Mild Zephynis the Graces lead^. 

To revel o*er the fragant meads ; 

The mountains fhout, the forefts ring, 

While Flora decks the purple Spring : 

The Hours (attendant all the while) 

On Zephyrus and Flora fmile : 

The valleys laugh, the rivers play. 

In honour of the God of day. 
The birds, that fan the liquid air, 

To tune their little throats prepare j 

The joyous birds of every (hade, 

For loitering, love, and mufic made, 

Their voices raife on every fpray. 

To welcome-in the God of day. 
The vegetable Earth beneath 

Bids all her plants his praiffes breathe : 
Clouds of frcfli fragrance upwards rife. 
To chear liis progrefs through the Ikies ; 
And Heaven, and Earth, and A^t unite. 
To celebrate his heat and light : 
That light and heat which on our world 
From his gay chariot-wheels is hurlM j 
And every morn does rofy rife, 
To glad our dampy, darkfome ikies : 
Which once deferred by his light 
Would languifli in eternal nighr. 

7 But 
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But Gardeniiig were of all a toil. 
That on oar hopes the leaft would fmllci 
Should the kind God of day forbear 
T' exhale the rains^ foment;^ air : 
Or, in an angry rooo()» decline 
"With his prolific beams to ihine. 

Ev'n riu>u I (chough that *s thy meanel^. praife) 
Nor fruits nor flowers could'ft hope to raife'i 
(Howe'cr thou niay'ft in order place, • .; 
Of both, the latter, earlier race ; 
In glafTes or in iheds coiifin'd» 
To fhield them from the wiotcry wind j- 
Or, in the Springs with ikilful care. 
Place them his iufluence bcH to fharc) ; 
Did not the fan, their gfcnial fire, 
The vegetative foul ini^ins c 
Inftruft the fcnfelefs aukward root. 
And teach the fibres how to Ihoot : 
Command the taper Aalk to rear 
His- flowering head, to grace t^e year; 
To flied ambrofial odouiis roiind. 
And paint, with choicei^ dyes/the .ground. 

Thou, next to him, art truly gicat ; 
On earth his mighty delegate : 
The Vei^/taUle world to guide> 
And o'er all Botany prefide ; 
To fee that every dewy .morn . 
Succefiive plants the caith. adorn : 
That (lowers througli every ajonth he found, 
Conflant to keep ihtirvf'jaudy vound : 

Li' Tiiat 
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That flowers, in fpitc of froft and fnow, 
Throughout our year, perpetual blow r 
That trees, in fpite of winds, are feen 
Array'd in everlafting green. 

Nor with a care beneath thy fkill 
Doft thou that vaft employment fill. 

Hail, Horticulture's fapient King t 
Receive the homage that we bring t 
While at thy feet, with reverence low. 
All Botanifls and Florifts bow ; 
Their knowledge, pra6lice, all refign^ 
Short, infinitely ihort, of thine. 

For thou 'rt not fatisfied to know 
The plants that in three nations i)Iow 
(Their names, their feafons, native plaee ^ 
Their culture, qualities, and race/; 
Or Europe's more extended plains; 
Sylva) us, Flora's wide domains : 
Whate'er in Afiick, Afia, iboots 
From iieeds, from. la}^rs, grafts, or roots ^ 
At both the Indies, both the Poks, 
White' er the fea or ocean rolls ; 
Of the botanic, herbal kind, 
IJes open to thy fearching mind. 

Nobleft amUtion of thy foul ! 
Which limits but in vain control. 
Let others, meanly fatisfy'd 
With partial knowledge, footh their pride t 
While thou, with tky prodigious ftore, 
But flicw'ft thy modefty the ir.«wc. 
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Thou vcnsrablc Patriarch wife, 
In(lru£t us in thy myderies : 
From thee the Gods no knowledge hide^.- 
No knowledge have to thee deny'd : 
The rural Gods of hills or plains. 
Where Faunus, or Favonia rcign*^ 

Then tell us, as thou befl doft know,. 
Where perfeft happinefs docs grow. 
What lierbs or bodies will fuftain 
Secure from ficknefti, and from pain : 
What plants prote£l us from the rage 
Of blighting Time, or blafting Age ; 
Which flirubs, of all the flowery field. 
Mod aromatic odours yield. 

Shew'us the trees by Nature fpread. 
To form the cooled noon-tide ihad&{ 
When our fird ancedors were fcen, 
Out-drctch'd upon the grafly gr«cn : 
Nor any food or covering fought. 
But what from trees and woods they got : 
Who, after various ages fpent 
In eafe, abundance, and content, 
Knew not what wars, or iicknefs meant ; 
But, chearful, when the Fates rcquir'd, 
Quick to tli' Elyfian fields retir'd. 

Recount the precepts they obferv'd ; 
How from their rules they never fwcrv'd : 
Such as Alcinous of old 
To his beloved Phxaceans told; 
Or tiiofe Apollo fird did teach 
His fon, the Epidaurian * leech. 
JEfculaplus, fo called from his t«mp!e at Epidaurus. N. 
L 4 Vqtv^ 
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Long ere the Romans us'd to dine 
Beneath their planes manur'd with wine | 
On Tyrian couches, thoughtlefs lay, 
And drank, and laugh*d, and kifs'd away 
Each fultry, circling, Summer's day : 
On polilh'd ivory beds reclin'd. 
Flung care and forrow to the wind : 
And, fcorning Nature's temperate rules. 
Like madmen liv'd, and dy'd like fools : 

Teach us, thou leam'd judicious fagc,. 
The manners of a wifer age \ 

To thee was given by Jove to keep 
Thofe grottoes where the Mufes fleep : 
To plant their fbreftis wl^re they fing. 
Fad by the cool Caflalian fpring : 
With myrtles their pavilions raife ;. 
Soft, intcrmix'd with Delian bays : 
And when, they wake at earlieft day,. 
To drew with fwccteft flowers their way.. 
Tranfcendcnt honour ! here below, 
The Mufcs and their haunts to know I 

Anna ! look down on Ifis* towers;. 
Be gracious to the Mufes' bowers : 
And, now thy toils of war are done j 
Anna ! prote6l Apollo's throne : 
'Twas he the dart unerring threw ; 
Python the fnaky monflcr flew. 

The Mufes' bowers, by all admir'd. 
But thofe Fanatic rage has tir'd. 
Or Atheift fools, who freedom boafl, 
Themfclvcs to ilavery fctter'd mod. 
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Stem Man may thunder Momut rails 
But Wifdom^s goodnefs will prevail. 

On liis' banks, retirement fweet ! 
Tritonian Pallas holds her feat. 

Minanra's gacdena are thy cave s 
Bobart ! the Virgin-power re\?cre : 
Thy hoary head with vervain bounds 
The myltic grove thrice compafa roond s 
The waters of luilratioo pour. 
And thrice the winding walks explore ; 
Left fomc prefUmpcuous wretch intrude. 
With impious fteel to wound tlie wood ; 
Or, with ralh arm, propfeanely dare 
To (hake tKc trees, the leaves to barej 
And violate their facreU hair ; 
Or, by W9ffc facrilege bctray'd,. 
The bloffqms, fruits, or ftowers,. invade. 

Ye ftrangers ! guard your hcedlefs feet,. , 
heft from the herbs their devvs yc beat ; 
Cofmetic dews (by virgins fkir, , 
£xhal*d in May, with early caiie)< 
• Will to their eyes frefli luftre give. 
And make their charms for ever live. 

Minerva's gardens arc thy care ; 
Jiicob, the Goddcfs-maid revere. 

All ph^nts which Europe's fields contain^ 
For health, for plcafurc,.or for pain 
(From the tall cedar that does rife 
With conic pride, and mates the fkies ; 
Down to the humblelt (hrul^rhat crawls 
On earth, or juft afccnds our \valls\ 
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Her fquares of Horticulture yield : 
By Danby * planted, Bobart till'd« 
Delightful fcienti6c (hade, 
For knowledge, as for pleafurey'inade t ' 
'Twas generous Danby firft indos'd 
The wade, and .in parterres difpo&'d i 
Transformed the fafhion of tlie ground^ 
And fenc'd it with a rocky mound ; 
The figure difproportion'd chang'd, 
Trees, ihriibs, and plants, in order rang'd {. 
Stock'd it with fuch exceflive ftore. 
Only the fpacious earth had more : 

♦ The Phyfic Garden, which lies at the Eaft end of Ox- 
ford, on thf river Cherwelli was the donation of Henry" 
Banvers carl of Danby ; who purchafcd the ground (con- 
taining five acres) of Magdalen College, furroundcd it with 
a wall, andere^cd feveral beautiful gates at its entrance ; on 
the principal of which (of ike Compofite order) is the fol- 
lowing infcription : ** Glorix Dei optimi Maximi, Honori 
'< Carolt I. Regis, in tifum Academlae fc Reipublicx; Hen- 
*' ricus Comes Danby, anno i6j2." The Eail'airo' fettled, 
an annual revenue for the maintenance of the Garden, and 
for fupplying it with plants and herbs, with which it is well 
flocked. Dr. Sherrard, who was Conful at Smyrna, brought 
from thence a fine colle^ion of exotics, built a library here, 
fumlihed it with botanical books, and augmented the pro- 
fefforfhip. The noble founder of the garden was created by 
king James I. baron Danvers of Dantfey j and by king Charles 
I. carl of Danby, and made a knight of the Bath. Dying 
unmarried, Jan. 20, 1643, the title became extin£^ ; but was 
revived, in 1674, in the family of the duke of Leeds. N. 

5 At 
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At his command the plat was chofc. 
And Eden from the chaos rofc : 
Confuiion in a moment fled. 
And rofcs bluib'd where thirties bred, 

Tha Portico, next, high he rear*d, 
By builders now fo much rever*d, 
(Which like fome ruflic beauty ihews. 
Who all her charms to Nature owes ; 
Yet fires the heart, and warms the head^ 
No Icfs than thofc hi cities bred ; 
Our wonder equally does raife 
W^ith them, as well deferves our praife);. 

The work of Jones's maOer'-liat^d r 
Jones, the Vitruvius of our land ; 
He drew the plan, the ftibrick iTx'd, 
With equal ftrength and l>cauty mix'd r 
With perfe6i f}*tomctry defign'd ; 
Confuinmate, like die donor's mind. 

Illuftrlout Danby \ fplendid peer f 
Look downward from thy radiant f{^erey 
The Mufes* thanks propitious hear. 

When, Albion will thy Nobles now> 
Such bounty to Minerva fhew ? 
With true Patrician renown, 
Jn honour of the Church aad Crown 
Grace with fuch gifts the Mufcs* town ? 

There, where old Cherwell gently kads 
His humid train along the meads ; 
And courts fair lils, but in vain. 
Who laughs at all his amorous pain $ > 

Away 



»5* MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Away the fcornful Naid turns. 
For younger Tamus Ifis buras. 

Clofe to thofe towers, fo much tenown'd 
For flavery lofl and freedom found s 
Where thy brave fons, in haplefs days, 
Watnfleet *, to thy immortal praife. 
Their rights municipal maintained 
> Submifsy nor their allegiance ^9m*d f t 
To loyally gnd confcience true ; 
Gave Caefar and ThenjCelves tlwir due i 
Clofe to thofe towers, by Jove's command. 
The gardens ^,Minerva ftand. 

There 'tis \fe. (^ thee, Bobart, tend 
Thy favourite greens ; from harms defend 
Bxotic plamts, which, finely bred ' 
In fofxer foilS| thy fuccour need ; 

<^ Magdalen College wat fouodedl b^ Witliam Patten of 
Wainfleet in Liacolnihire> ufually called WairfBeet from 
fhe place of His fcirch. U^ ^as eddcated at.Winchefter 
Ichool ; fcMH vrl^enee he was fent to Ncvr College, Oxford. 
When he had taken the degcf e of B. D* he ivras appointed 
chief maAer of Winchelkr fchool, where he continned twelve 
years, and was then made provoft of Eaton by Henry VI. 
who preferred him to the fee of Wincbcfter in 1447, and 
made him chancellor in 1449. He obtained leave of the 
l^ing in 1456 to convert St. John's hofpital into *' a perpetual 
"College for poor and indigent clerks Iri the Univerfity of 
** Oxford, ftudying arts and faiences ; the number of fellows • 
** to be forty ; with thirty demies, or fcmi-commoncrs, four 
" chaplain- priefls, eight clerks, and fixteen choirii^ers ;" and 
died in i486. N. f See «« Britiih Toi<»graphy/* II. J56. K. 

Whoic 
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Whofe birth far-diftant countries claiuiy 
Sent here in honourto thy name. 
To thee the ftrangers trembling fly. 
For (belter from our barbarous iky, 
And murdering winds, that frequent blow* 
With cruel drifts of rain or fnow j 
And dreadful ills, both Fall and Spring, 
On alien vegetables bring. 

Nor art tliou lefs inclin'd to fave. 
Than they thy generous aid to crave t 
But, with like pleafure and refpedl. 
Thy darling tribe thou doft protect : 
LefTen their fears, their hopes dilate. 
And fave their fragrant fouls from fate : 
While they, fecure in liealth and peace. 
Their covert and their guardian bkfs. 

This makes thee rouze at prime of day« 
Thy doubtful nurfery to furvey : 
At noon to count thy flock with care. 
And in their joys and forrows ihare 
-(By each extreme unhappy nuide. 
Of too much fun, or too much ihade) ; 
Be icady to attend their cry, 7{ 

And all their little wants fupply $ 
By day fc verefl fentry keep, 
By night fit by them as they fleep ; 
With endlefs pain, and endlefs pleafure. 
As mifers guard their hoarded treafure. 
Till foft Favonius fans the flowers, 
Breathes balmy dews, drops fruitful ihowers ; 
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Favoniqs foft, that fwcetly blows, 
The Tulip paints, fcrfiimcs die Rofc ; 
And, with the gcnt4e Twins at play. 
Brings in th' Elyfian month of May. 
Then 'boldly from their lodge you bring 
Your gueAs, to deck our gloomy Spring. 

Thrice happy Foreigners ! to find 
From 1 (landers fuch treatment kind : 
Not only uadifturb'd to live, 
But, by thy goodnefs, Bobart, thrive : 
Grow flrong, increafe, their verdure hold. 
As dwelling in then: native mold. 

The reft, who will no -culture "know. 
But ceafelefsxurfe our rains and fnow x 
A fickLy, fullen, fretful race; 
The gardener's and his art's difgrace ; 
Whom Bobart's felf in vain does ftrire. 
With all his (kill to keep alive : 
Which from beneath th' .Equator comcy 
In India's fultry forefts bloom. 
Of thefe, at leaft, iince nature more 
Denies t' encreafe thy living ftore. 
Their barks, or roots, their flowers, or leaves^ 
Thy Hortus Siccus • flill receives : 
In tomes twice ten, that work immenfe ! 
By thee compiled at vaft expence s 
With utmoft diligence ami^s'd. 
And (hall as many ages lad. 

^ A Hortus Siccus is a colle^ion of plan^S| pafted open 
paper^ and kept dry in a book. Evans. 

And 
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And now, methinks, my Genius fees 
^y friend, amid ft his plants and trees ; 
Full in the center, there he- (lands, 
Kncircled with his verdant bandsr; 
WIk) all around obfequious wait. 
To know his plcafure, and their fate j 
His royal orders to receive, 
To grow, decay, to die, or live : 
That not the proudeft' kings can boaft 
A greater, or more duteous, hoft. 

Thou all that power doft truly know^ 
Which they but dream-of here below.; 
Thy rfbfolute dfefpotic reigtt 
Inviolably doft maintain. 
Nor with ill-governM wrath affrighc 
Thy people, or infult their right : 
(But, as thy might in greatnefs grows^ 
Thy mercy in proportion flows) : 
Nor thcyundutiful deny 
What's due to lawful majeftyj 
Safe in tliy court from all the cares, 
'Domeftic treafons, foreign wars. 
Which monarchs and their crowns perplex. 
Whom faf^ions ftill, or favourices vex. 

But thou, on thy botanic throne, 
Sit*ft fearlefs, uncontroVd, alone : 
Thy realms in tumults ne'er involved. 
Or, rifing, are as foon diflblv'd r 
Free from the mifchiefs and the flrife 
Of a falfe (ricad, or fury wife t 
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And if a rebel (lave, or fon, 
Audacious by indulgence grown, 
Prefumes above bis mates to rife. 
And their dull Ioy«lty dcfpife ; 
ThoUy awful Suhan ! with a look, 
Canft all his arrog4mcc rebuke j 
And, darting one imperial frown, 
'Hurl the bold traitor headlong down : 
vHis brethren, trembling at his fate, 
Thy dread commands with reverence wait: 
Thy wondrous power and juflice own, 
And learn t' afTcrt a tottering throne. 

Thus Kings, that were in empire wife, 
Rebellions early (hould «haflife ; 
And give their clemency no time, 
Betwixt th* offender and the crirac^ 
•With fatal eloquence to plead. 
Which does more rebels only breed. 
'Bobart, to Kings thy rules commend. 

For thou to Monarchs art a friend. 
Thus, Sovereign Planter ! I have paid 

Tlie debt, the promised prefent made: 
?Do thou, what *s written for thy fake 

"With freedom, with like freedom take: 

Take the jufl: praife thy friend does give. 

And in my veife for ever live ! 

" — Tibi Candida Nais 
'** Pallentes violas & fumma papavera carpens, 

** Narcifluxn & florom jungit bene olentis anethi." 
I Virg. Eel. ii. 4*. 

ON 
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ON BLENHEIM HOUSE* 
BYHR. EVANS +. 

^ Atria longe patent } fed nee coenantibus Qiquam, 
" Ncc fomno locus eft : quam bene tion habites !" Mart, 

C EE, Sir, here *s the grand approach^ 

^ This way is for \kh Grace's coach ; 

There lies the bridge, tnd here 's the clock s 

Obferve the Hon and the 'Cock, . 

The fpacious co«rt, the colonacle. 

And mark how wide the iiall is made I 

The chimneys are fo weHdefign'd, ' 

They never f moke in uny wind. 

This gallery 's contri?'d for walking, 

The windows to retfre and talk in i 

7 he council-chamber for: debatft, . 

And all the reft are rooms of ftatc. 
Thanks, Sir, cry'd I, 'tis very fine, 

Bvit where d* yc fiecp, or whe^fe d* ye dine ? * 

I find, by hU you have been ttlHng, 

That 'tis a iioufe, but not a ds^elling* 

ON SIR J. VANBRUQH; 

AA BPICRAMMATJCAL EPITAPH, BY THE 6AME« 

T T NDER this Hone, Reader, furvey 
^^ Dead Sir John Vanbru«;h's houCe of clay. 
Lie heavy on him, Eanh ! tor he 
Laid many heavy loads Jor\ thee ! 

* The- duke of Marlborough's pnlace at Woodftock. N. 
t Erroncoully iiknbcii lo Mr. Pope by the liditor of the 
^ Additions to Pofc's Works." N. 

Vol. HI. M <i^ 
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ON A LEARNED DEVIGE'ON B^ENH^IM CHEAT GAT 
* A HUGE LION TEARING A COCK IN PIECES.' 

B Y DRi JE V;A N S. . 
ZITHERS their wit on paper oft have fl)Own i 
^^ Vanbrugh hews jefts and hotriour out of ftonc g 
In emblems deeply fkill'd, to.Btitain ihows 
How Gallia bled, and Churchill beat his foes r 
See ! the fell lion does with vengeance glow, ... 
To fix his talons in the proftr«te foe, 
Arm*d with dire wrath, thc.oovrafd cock to m^uli . 
Where is the builder's joke ? go, aik t\\t Gaul. 
Thy genius, Van, was fMrnt'd no tafte to luc,, . 
Thy caftle full as lurapilh as thy wit> , 

ON THE SAME. 

TT AD Marlborough's troops- in Gaul no better fouj 
*••*' Than Vfen, to grace 4iis- -fame, in marble wrpug 
Mo more in arms, than he:in«iQbleiBs, ikill'd. 
The Cock had drove the Lion.from the £ield. . 

ON DR. TADLOW*. BYTHESrAM 
^T^ E N tlioufand taylors, with their length of- line 

**- Strove, though in vain, his compafs to coofiiie | 
At length, bewailing their exhaufled flore, 
Their packthread <:eas'd, and parchment was no mor 

♦ Of this gentleman little is known, but that he wm 
markably fat. The following fliorter epigram -on his bid 
probably by Br. Evans : 

" When Tadlow walks the llreets, the panours crjj 
« God blefs youi Sir! ai^^ lay their rammers by," 

t 
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DR. CONYERS ♦ TO DR. EVANS BURSAI^ 

;ON CUTTmC DOWN SOME FINE COLLBGB TREES. 
¥ Ndulgent Nature to each kind be (lows 

A fecret inflinfit to difcern its foes. 
Tlie timorous goofe avoids the ravenous fox. 
Lambs fty from wolves, and pilots fliun the rocks j; 
The rogue a gibbet, as his fate, forefees, 
And bears the like antipathy to trees. 

ON THE MONUMENT AT LONDON. 

BY CAPTAIN RADCLIFFEf. 
'\/T Y fnaftcrs and friends* and good p;opl€ druw near, 
'^^^ For hcre'^s a new fight which you n^uft not ef- 
A ftately young fabric that coft very dear, [cape, 

Renown'd for ftrcight lx>dy and Barbary fhapc ; 
.:. . A Pyramid lyiuch higher . . ^, , 
Than flee pie or fpire, . . :^ 

*'By which you may guefs there has been a tne. 

Ah, London, thou 'add better have built nf vv,burJi;Jjos, 
T' encourage fhc-traders and Juily voung kllowi. 

N« 

* This epigram, with the following variatioi>% is afcjribed 
ID Dr. Tadlow ii\ the " Aadicions to Pope/' v<^l. i. p. rja. 
*»« Indulgent Nature to each kind beftov-'S 

• A.fecret inftlnft to difcern its toes. 

The goufe, a filly bird, yet knows the fox ; 

• Hares fly from dogs, and failors ftcer frorn rocl»l ,■ 
This rogue the gallows for his fate forefees^ 

And bears a like awtij>athy to trees.*' 
f This writer has already appcjireJ in vol, I. p. 145. I 
^td not then know that l\t had jublilhed a coll(><1ion of hk 

M 2 "^VJt^CWS* 
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No fooner the City had loft their old houfes. 

Rut they fet-»up this Monument wonderful tall.; 
Though when Chriftians were burnt, as Fox plainly 
ihews US, 
There was nothing fct-up but his book in the hall* 
And yet thefe men can't 
In tl^ir conCcience but grant, 
That a Houfe is unworthy x^)mparM to a Saint. 
Ah, London, &c. 

The children of men, in erc6king old Babel, 
To be faved from Water did only defirc : 
So the City prefumes that this young one is able, 
When occafion fliaU fetve, to fecure them fiom Fire* 
Blowing-up when all 's done 
Preferves beft the Town, 
But this Hieroglyphick wiU foon be blown^down. 
Ahy London, &:c. 

Some 

poems, uo^er tlie title «f ^ The Ramble, an AAti-keroick 
*< Poem, together with fame Ternltrlal Hymns and Carnal 
^<:£jaculation8, by Alexander Radcliffe, of Grays Inn, Ef^. 
"'^ 1^82," 8vo ; ifvTcribed to James Lord Annefley. Ht had 
pvblifhed in 1680 " Ovid Traxcftie, a Burlcfque upon Ovi4's 
** Epiftles ;" with a fatirlcal ifltrodii<ftion o<;cafioned by the 
«' Preface to a late JBook, called Jhe Wits paraphrafed.** 
Mr. Tonfon printed a thirdjcdition of this TraveAie in 1696. 
The Dedication " To Robert Fairtteard, ofGrays Inn, Efq.*' 
is no bad fpecimen of the author's bumouu ^'-Having com- 
mitted thefe Epiflles to the Prcfs, I was horribly put to it for 
a Patron. I thought of fome great Lord, or fome angelic 
Lady; but then, again confidcred lihould ncyei .bfi able^o 

ad.orB 
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Some fay, it refembles a glafs fit f«r mum, 

And think themfelves witty by giving nick-names t 
An extinguiflier too it is fancied by fome. 
As fet up on purpofe to put out the flames. 
But, whatever they (hall 
This workman (hip call. 
Had it never been thought on, 't had been a Save>alL 
Ah> London, &c. 

adorn my Dedication with benigA beams, corrufcant rays, and 
the Devil and all of influence. At laft I heard my good 
friend Mr. Fairbeard wa$ come to town— nay then— all's well 
enough. To you therefore I offer this Englilh Ovid, to whom 
y»u may not be unaptly compared In feveral parcels of your 
life and convcrfation, only with this exception, that you have 
nothing of his Triftibus. 'Tis you who burlefque all the fop- 
pery and conceited gravity of the age. I remember you once 
told a grave and affected Advocate, < that he burlefqued God's 
image, for God had made him after his own likenefs, but he 
made kimfelf look like an afs.' Upon the whole matter I am 
very well fatisfied in my choice of you for a judge ; if you 
ipeak well of the book, 'tis all I defire, and the boukfdler 
will have reafon to rejoice : though by your approbation ydu 
may draw upon yourfelf a grand inconvenience ; for perhaps 
you may too often have fongs, fonnets, madrigals, and an 
ionumerablc army of flanzas obtruded upon you by, Sir, 
Your humble fervant, Alex. Radcliffk.** 

Amongft his other poems, is a facetious one << On the Me* 
" mory of Mr. John Sprat, late Steward of Grays Inn j** 
auMher, ** On the Death of Edward Story, £f<i. Mader of th« 
" Pond, and Principal of Bernard's Inn ;" and, ** The Sword's 
♦' Farewell upon the Approach of Michaelmas-tcmu "N. 
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DRYDEN'S DESCRIPTION OF NIGHT 

BUR LESQJLJED*. 

BY CAPT. RADCLIFFE. 

ALL things were hu(h as when the drawers tread 
■'^ Softly to fteal the key from mailer's headt . 
The dying fnuffs do twinkle in their urns, 
As if the focket, not the candle, burns : 
The little foot-boy fnoars upon the llair. 
And greafy cook-maid fvveats in elbow-chair^ 
No coach noi' link was heard, &:c. 

TO THE MEMORY OF A FAIR YOUNG LADY^ 
BY DR. Y A L D E N t, 1697. 

TTT HEN black with (hades this mourning vauk 

^ ^ appears, 

And the relenting marble flows with tears ; 
Think then what griefs a parent's bofom wound, 
Whofe fatal lofs enriched this hallow'd ground. 

Strow 
* <• All things were hu{h'd as Nature's felf lay dead, 
'* The mountains fcem to nod their drowfy head ; 
** The little birds in dreams their fongs repeat, 
** And flceping flowers beneath the night-dew fweat. 
" Even Lull and Envy flept/' &c, 

Cortfiteji of Mexico, ASi III. Sc. 2, 

f Of this writer's life, Dr. Johnfon's elegant little com- 

poiition fuperfedes what otherwife might have been faid, 

Yalden's " Hymn to Darknefs" is <* his beft performance," 

being ** for the moll part imagined vith great vigour, and 

" exprcffc4 
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Strow lilies here, and myrtle wreaths prepare, 
To crown the fading triumphs of the fair : 
Here blooming youth aad cliarming beauties lie. 
Till Earth refigns them to their native iky j 
Like china laid for ages to refine, 
And make her body, like the foul, divine. 

Unmingled may the fragrant duft remain, 
No common earth the facred fwects prophane ; 
But let her urn preferve its virgin ftore, 
Chafte and unfully'd as ihe liv'd before ! 

" expreflTed with great propriety. Of his other poems it 1$ 
" futficient to fay that they defifrve perufal, though they are 
" not always exactly polUhed.** I the rather elte this tefti- 
mony of the great Biographer, as the pablifhers o{ the Englilh 
Poets have feeen cenfured for admitting Yalden into their col- 
lection i. a cenfure which, if defcrved, I mult take upon my- 
felf. However it happened that this writer's poems had never 
been before colleAed, I am perfuaded that there arc few who 
have a^ually read them but muft have found much tondmire. 
In the " Englilh Poets" 1 infcrted as many of them as could 
then be met with. Farther refearchcs have difcovered what 
arc here printed : but there are flill four poems (which are 
known to be Dr. Yalden's, two of which are particularly no- 
ticed in Dr. Johnfon's life of him) which have eluded my in- 
quiries j " The Conqueft of Namur, 1695/* folio; " The 
" Temple of Fame, to the Memory of the Duke of Gloucefter 
" 17CO," folio; ** Mfop at Court;" and a poem *' on the 
'* late Queen's acceflion," I fuppofe Queen Anne; which, by 
the title of it, feems not to have been publilhed till after her. 
death. N. 

. M 4 TO 
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TO MYRAj WRITTEN IN HER CLEOPATRA. 

BY DR. YALDEN. 

TT ERE, lovely Myra, you behold 

"^ •*• The wonders Beauty wrought of old j 

In every mournful page appears 

The nymph's difdain, and lover's tears, 

Whilft thefe feign*d tragic tales you view. 

Fondly you weep, and think them true ; 

Lament the hero's ilighted flame, 

Yet praiie the fair ungrateful dame. 

For youths unknown no longer grieve. 
But rather heal the wounds you give ; 
The flaves your eyes have ruin'd mourn, 
And pity flames with which your lovers burn. 

Oh, hadfl thou liv'd in former days, 
Thus Fame had fung lov'd Myra's praifc : 
The triumphs of thy haughty reign. 
Thy matchlefs form and cold difdain : 
Thy beauties had remained as long 
The theme of every poet's fong : 
Then Myra's conquefls had been wrote. 
And Cleopatra died forgot. 

ADVICE TO A LOVER. 

BY THE SAME. 

Tj^ O R many unfucccfsful years, 
•*■ At Cynthia's feet I lay; 
Battering them often with my tears; 
I figh'd, but durft not pray. 

No 
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No proftrate wretch, before the ihrine 

Of fome loved Saint above, 
Ere thought his goddefs more dtTine^ 

Or paid more awful love. 

Still the difdainful nymph look'd down 

With coy infultbg pride ; 
Receiv'd my paifion with a frown. 

Or tum*d her head afide. 
Then Cupid whifper^d in my ear, 

** Ufe more prevailing charms ; 
You modeft whining fool, draw near. 

And clafp her in your arms. 

With eager kiiles tempt the maid^ 

From Cynthia's feet depart ; 
The lips he briflcly mufl invade. 

That would poffefs the heart." 
With that I (hook off all the ilave» 

. My better fortunes tried 1 
When Cynthia in a moment gave 

What ihe for years denied. 

TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON, 

ON RI8 ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE, 
BY DR. CHETWOOD*, 
A S when by labouring flars new kingdoms rife 
^ The mighty mafs in rude confuiion lies, 
court unform'd, diforder at the bar, 
od ev'n in peace the rugged mien of war, 

Till 
* Of whom fee vol. I. .p. 29, where '' about the fame time 
was made chaplain," ^c. ihpuld h^e bcttk ^W^^ ««x\^^t 
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Till fome wife ftatefman into inetlK>d draws 

The parts, and animates the frame with laws 5 

Such was the cafe when Chaucer's early toil 

Founded the Mufes* empire in our foil. 

Spenfer improved it with his painful hand. 

But loft a noble Mufe in Fairy-land. 

Shakfpeare faid all that Nature could impart. 

And Jonfon added Induftry and Art. 

Cowley and Denham gained immortal praife ; 

And fome, who merit as they wear the bays, 

Search'd all the treafuries of Greece and Rome, 

And brought the precious fpoils in triumph home. 

But ftill our language iiad fome ancient ruft; 

Our flights were often high, but feldom juil. 

There wanted one, wlio liccnfe could reOrain, 

Make civil laws o'er barbarous ufage reign r 

One worthy in Apollo's chair to fit, 

To hold the fcales, and give the ftamp of wit ; 

In whom ripe judgement and young fancy meet. 

And force poetic rage to be difcrect; 

Who grows not naufcous while he drives to pleafc» 

]3ut marks the ihejives in the poetic fcas. 

Who knows ; and teaches what our clime can l)ear 

And makes the barren ground obey the labourer's carfc 

in oreler of time ; as it is properly done in the fame Tolftof 
p. i^o. — Dx. Cheiwood, who was an early member of the SocicT 
of Antiquaries, bad coUefted materials for a life of 1* 
Rofcommon. He pubiilhed a " Speech in the Lower Hod 
<< of Convocation, May 20, 171 5, againft the late RioO. 
His fon (who purfued fruiileflly the claim for an fingliib haioo) 
did, at an advanced afge, F«b. 171 175%. N« 

F 



TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON. i7» 

Few could concdive, none tlie great work could do,. 

*Tis a frc(h province, and jeferv'd for you, 

Thofe talents all are yours, of which but one 

Were a fair fortune for a Mufe*s fon. 

Wit, reading, judgement, converfation, art, 

A head well-balanc'd, and a generous heart. 

While infed rhymes cloud the polluted iky, 

Created to moled the world, and die. 

Your file does polifli what your fancy caft ; 

Works are long forming which mud always la(l. 
Rough iron fenfe, and fhibborn to the mold, 
Touch'd by your chcmic hand, is turn'd to gold,. 
A fecret g^race fafhions the flowing lines, 
And infpiration through the labour fhincs. 
Writers, in fpight of all their paint and art. 
Betray the darling pailion of their heart. 
Mo fame you wound, ^ve no chafte ears offence, 
Sdll true to friendlhip, modefly, and fcnfe. 
So Saints, from Heaven for our example fent. 
Live to their rules, have nothing to repent. 
Horace, if living, by exchange of fate. 
Would give no laws, but only yours tranflate. 
Hoift fail, bold writers, fearch, difcover far, 
Tou have a compafs for a Polar-dar. 
Tune Orpheus' harp, and with enchanting rhymes 
Soften the favage humour of the times. 
TcU aU thofe untouched wonders which appear'^ 
When Fate itfclf for our great Monarch fear*d t 
Securely through the dangerous forefl led 
Ey guaidt of Angels when his own were fled.. 
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Xi tane sic fbcr cf z OKL-rrciis jgc 

Bar vsac bu:± voids ftgul vcur Mxra.* is^ r 

Or z ^ o&rin^ za acr altan brae ^ 

Gccac 21-S37S ■ JM:f".MU' arg--rg s be grcaik 
Tr^ R nnaa Bsscerr adcsas ber nee ; 
Aixti every sdhue 's fccm'd fanr ererr Gxacc 
Her ccgarics are coo ceaTczlT azd Ec&a'd 
Far dkc erofs teafiss cf a Tulgv bumL 
I: H TG-vir part (rin Pqc3 can (Sviae) 
To prophety haw Ihc by HcarcD*s de%a 
Shall g^Te aa Leir ro the grcar Bridfii iioe. 
Who over ail die WeOern ifSes ihall reign* 
Both awe the condoenCy and rule the maiiu 
It is your place to wai: upon her name 
Throagfa the vaft r^oas of ercrcal faoie. 
True Poets fouls to Princes are ally'd. 
And the world's Empire with iu Kings divide* 
Heaven trufls the prcfent dme to Monarch's carc^ 
Eternity is the good Writer's (hare f . 

♦ See the following poem, on her marriige. N. 

f Thefc rerUcs of Pr. Chetwood were prefixed ta I 
Rofcoromon's Eflay in 1 684 ; with others by Mr. Sryden 
English Poets, voL XIV. p. 127.) and Mr. Amherft, 
Latin verfcs by Dr. Chetwood (fee Gent. Ma|^ for Od 
1779) and Mr. C. Drydcn. N. 
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DN TilE MARRIAGE OF THE LADY MARY 

WITH THE PRINCE OF ORAKGE. 

BY DR. CHBTWOOD. 

LE T fond geographers now feek no more 
Their happy iflcs. near the fcorchM Libyan fhoref 
Nor in th' Atlantic .fix thofe blifsful plains, 
Where .]too ijauch fun, And SpaniChi avarice reigns s 
Thcfe arc the climates favoured by -Fate, 
The happy foils, ^the Iflands Fortunate i 
Their fea from Europe|5. tumults them divides, 
lAnd joins them to 't in every thipg befides. 
Peace with her train hath here her palace diofe^ 
Uches and pleafure, learning and rcpofe : 
Here Charley, like Jove on his Olympus, flandsj 
Balanci.qg empire^.in his mighty hands ; 
And over kings by peaceful arts does 6nd 
The bed command, the empire of the mind. 
Here gallant Ora.nge, tir'd with warlike fweat, 
Lays down hi§ hcUnct, and fceks foft retreat ; 

- Kidcs o'er the peaceful plains, views rural toil. 
Sees no Hain ploughman here manure tlje foil : 
For noify, camps lie hears foft mufic's charms, 

- His doubtful deep not broke by ihort alarms : 
The hero thus fecure, Jove does furprize, 
Lying in ambulh in thc.Prioccfs' eyes. 

•l(nrc I the frail part in fouls tbc jnoll divine. 
Whom cautious nature^ wlien the does dellgn 
^.Inaptegpable on every part be fide, 
•Like engineers,. lc4Yc* this unfortifv 'd ; 
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On his free foul it doe? fo faft advance, 

That it*s more dreadful than the power of France : 

^et to his enemy he ftorm: to yield, 

Like Diomede. would meet 4iim in. the field. 

But fight not, Prince, againft the Powers divine. 

Nor at the golden happy fliafts repine, 

for ten days fiege, a maiden Helen *s thine. 

For Charles the good, and the illufhious James, 

Obferve their fouls burning with mutual flames ; 

Souls which a real fympathy do prov^, 

Souls unifon ! anfwering each other's love : 

Then t& him thus they fpake — 

** Brave Prince ! whofe virtues leave thy' years tehinti 
.'And merits fortune, greater yet defignM 
.By Heaven ! whofe youth fuch high" exploits did grace, 
, As piov'd thee of triumphant NalFau's race, 
Nor fliam'fl odr royal blood that *s in thy veins i 
Reap here the harveft of your glorious pains : 
As your reward, we to you do refign 
Our eldeft comfort, to be henceforth thine ; 
, And know, that great Elizabeth, when flie 
From Spanifh yoke did fet your country free. 
Gave you not half fo much — '* 

Now, painful Hollanders, you who extend 
Your voyages unto the Ocean's end, 
Whofe inexhaufted treafuries do hold 
The Eaftern fpices, and tlie Weftern gold : 
Speak, if you ever fuch a cargo brought. 
Ever receiv'd a fleet fo richly fraught, 
As this, which brings your Princefs to your fhorc? 
X^oufefs your Ba»k, compar'd with this, is poor. 



ON LADY MARVS MARRIAGE. i^f 

*n we (fo rich)ihouUl fo much beauty fear 

exporty bi[it that (he leaves her filler l)«re. 

ike a continual day with joyous flames, 

n with your fleets your Texel to our Thames 9 

ith more -pomp to receive tliis gift of Fate, 

e fair Palladkim of your tottering ftatc. 

d youv great Friocefs, fear pot the rough oialo 9 . ' 

knows his duty to hi« Sovereign^ 

i Nereids will all be of your train. 

Venus, when (he doe« to Paphos ride 

her fmooth Adl, and cuts the gentle lide, 

T nymphs mike a long row of goodly pride. 

)w Flanders, more bclov'd by Mars than Thrace, 

all at your fight refume her ancient face : 

,ic reftor'd fhephcrds Ihall pipe forth your praife, 

ill you their Pales in their rural lays ; . 

he fcarlefs ploughmen fliall yoii lottdly fing, 

nd, as to Ceres, their fruit-oftcrifigs bring. - 

he peaceful fcas (hall break their digues^ no more, ' 

fix\\ humble reverence, but falute the fhore < 

/hen you. (as Halcyons) breed,- all ilo^ms ihall ceafe^ 

•UTope enjoy an- univerfitl peace. 

>N THE FIRST FIT OPTHJl GOUT. 



1: 
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[TTElcome, thou friendly earneft tof fourfcore, 
'^ Proiuiic of wealth, that haft alone the power 
''attend the rich, uncnvy*d by the. .poor. 
*hou that doft ^fculapius deride, 
Lnd o'er his gally-pots in triumph ride; 



] 



* The French word for dikfu Nt 

ThotI 
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Thou that art us'd t' attend the royal throne^ 
And under-prop the l^ead that bears the crown ; 
Thou that doil oft in privy councii wait. 
And guard from drowey flecp the eyes of flate ; 
Thou that upon the bench ait mounted high, 
^^And warned the judges how they tread awry 4 
Thou that doil oft from pamper*d prelate's toe 
Emphatically urge the. pains -below j 
Thou that art ever half the city's gracci. 
And add'd to fokmn noddles folemn pace-; 
Thou that art.us'd to /it on ladies knee. 
To feed on jellies, and to dtink cold, tea 1 
Thqu that .art ne'er from velvet flipper free ; 
Whence comes this unfought honour unto nK ? 
Whence does this mighty condefccDnou flow f 
To vifit my poor tabernacle, O — ! 

As Jove vouchfaf'd on Ida's top, 'tis fald. 
At poor Philemon's cot to tdke a bed ; 
Pl^s*4 with the ..poor but hofpitablefcafl, 
Jove bid him aik, and granted his reijueii ; 
So do thou grant j^fov thou 'rt of race diviae. 
Begot on Venus, by th£ God of Winc^ 
My humble fuit ! — And either give me (lore 
To entertain thee, or. ne'er feq me more *. 

♦ This homourous poem is probably Dr. Cherwood's. Sk 
^e foUowioc Epiftk of J>t, WaUlccu. J^. 
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TO DR, CHETWOOD, 

WHEN HE HAD THE GOUT, 

- B V D R, W A L D R E N ♦. 

^'T^ I S no haid matter to divine 

-*■ How I, who love a wench and wine, 
And all the ftudicd luxuries 
Tbst Lamb f or Locket J can devife, 
Should have the gout, and penance do 
With foot on chair in velvet fhoc. 
But how a man predicamental* 
-ly fober, and near trafffcendental ; 
That Dt'cr was known to be a glutton, 
Beyond a penny clwp of mutton, 

* Defcended from an anticnt family, and born at Bxer«p, 
V'hcre he received the early part of his education. He vi^'i 
admitted a fc.holar of Exeter College, Oxford, and Q<"%!rv. •ir-!3 
rcmQVed to AH Souls; vfheiri he apjWied to the fhidy of pi yli.-, 
which he afterwards pradtifed with good reputation at Exo:. r. 
Oa the death of Dr. LeopoUl-'V\11iiam Finch warden" .of All 
Souls College, he was invited ia.1702 to fuccccd tJ ili^t 
licadfhip ; but contradted fuch an iDdifpoluion by the joomi-y 
asoccafioncd his death in a few days. Me was buried in the 
outward chapel belonging to that fociety. Jacob fiiys, " i^c 
** was a well-bred, genteel man, moll agreeable in couver- 
" fation, veiy polite in his com volitions, and peculiarly hap|>y 
*' in the expreflion of his thoughts. The Well-country 
" gentlemen mention him with very great eileem, and iiiti 
** name and chara£ler are very much rc*rpe<fied in the Uni- 
** vcrlity." N. 

f Auihi>r of a famous Book of Cookery. 

J The mailer of a ccleUatcd cat'.nj-houfe -or tavern. 
Stc King's " Art of Cookery,'* ver. 484. N. 

Vol. lU. N And 
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. And can't tell what fixth fenfe, or whore is, 

And Goody is his only ehloris : 
' How fuch a one (hould have inteftine 

Saline, and acid fo infefling, 
-Is ftrange to me, and as obfcurc 

A riddle almofl as the cure. 

The learned Sydenham does not doubt 

But profound thought will bring the gout. 

And that with bum on couch we lie, 

Becaufe our reafon 's foar'd -too high ; 

As cannons, when they mount vaft pitches, 

Are tumbled back upon their breaches. 
Indeed I 'm apt to think in you 

Th* hypotheiis is very true : 

For your inveftigating IkuU 

So or- and hort full, 

That, hunting things through common-places, 

Y' are loll in entelecbian mazes : 

And as when to an houfe we come 

To know if any one 's at home. 

We knock ; fo one muft kick your fhin. 

Ere he can find your foul 's within. 

Your brains (if any) fure would work well 

Upon the quadrature o* th* circle : 

But, if you '11 have your foot no more in 

Flannel, you muft leave off your poring. 

Be blithe and merry ft ill as a grig. 

Mirth is the beft Antipodagrig ; 

The'gout's enrag'd by care and fadnefs, 

jXhe beft cure for 't is the oil of gladnefs. 

.EPISTLfi 
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EPISTLE FROM DR. WALDREN 
TO DR. C HE T WOOD, 
>N HIS REFUSING TO TAKE THE OATHS. 
MOST PROFOUND, 

O I NCE at a tavern I can't meet you, 
*^ In paper embafTy I greet you ; 
T* advife you not to be fo wary, 
Toucliing King William and Queen Mary ; 
That, fpight of fellowfliip and pupils, 
You *11 weigh your confcience out in fcrup'es. 

If (as ye Queen's-men muft believe) 
Two negs make one affirmative ; 
Why i' th name o' th* predicaments. 
And all your analytic fenfc. 
Will you deny two affirmations 
In their turn too to make negations ? 
This poftulatum any pate 
Will grant that 's unprejudicate; 
Nay th' argument, 1 will alTure you. 
To fome appears a fortiori. 

Hoc dato it concejfo, thus I 
In baralypton blunderbufs ye : 
He that to two kings takes an oath 
Is by the la 11: abfolv'd from both ; 
For, each oath l>eing an affirmation, 
Both (as was own'd) make a negation. 
Thus, fcientifically, you fee, 
The more you 're bound, the more you *rc Freej 
As jugglers, wlitn they knit one more. 
Undo the knot they ty'd before. 

N 2. \^^\Sv\\t 
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I admire that your Smi^lecian under- ■ 
-{landing (hould make (o ftrange a blunder. 
As roundly to aver ful)jc6lion 
Were n*t couzen-gcrman to prote£li6n : 
Nay more, they 're relatives (unlefs ye j 
Mi (lake Tom Hobbes) fecundum effe^^ ' 
But Tm in hope you 've (lily taken 
The oath elfewhere, to fave your bacon : 
As fpaik, by country-clap half undone. 
Takes coach, and deals a cure at London. 

TO C E L I A. 

BY DR. WALDREN. 

TT^ IE, Cclia, *tis filly to figh thus in vain, 

■*- 'Tis filly to pity a lover you 've (lain : 

If dill you continue your (laves to deride, 

The pity you feign will be taken for pride. 

And forrow for fin can never be true. 

In one who loves daily to a£l it anew : 

For if, whilflJ you *rc fair, you refolre to be co}'', 

You may hourly repent, and hourly dellroy. 

Yet none will believe you, proteft what you will, 

That you grieve for the dead, if the living you kill. 

"Where then are our hopes, when we zealoufly woo. 

If you vow to abhor what you conHantly do ? 

Then, Celia, be kinder, and tell me my fate, 

For the worfl: I can futfer *s to die by your hate .• 

If this you dcfign, ne'er fancy in vain 

By your fighs and your tears to recall me again 5 

Nor weep at my grave, for I fweaf , if you do,. 

As jou now laugli at me, I '11 then laugh at you. 
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AN ESSAY UPON DEATPI, 
B Y DR. W A L D R E N. 

' I '•ELL me, fomc kind fpirit, tell 

How came Death (o terrible ! 
Thou who 'rt already fled in triumph, fay. 
Why the emlKxly'd foul is fo in love with clay ? 
By what ftrange magnetifm woo'd, 
She fo adheres to flc(h and blood, 
That Fate muft force her from her dark abode; 
Or (lie would groveling lie 
Th* eternal tenant of mortality. 
The wretch, whom a malignant fever fires, 
Who at each pore in liquid flames expires, 
Cold Death's refrcfhing hands to fhun, 
Does to ih' unkinder Do6lor run, 
For juleps, blilK-rs, and phlebotomy ; 
The fever 's vanc^uifli'd, and the man is free : 

Yet all this torment only gains 
The privilege of being rack'd again with thefe, 
Or the feverer pains 
Of fome more mercilefs difeafe. 
Had not the patient better fouj^ht a filent tomb, 
Th* afTiflance wiiich diftemp^rs give, but where 
they never come ? 

Old age, which one would guefs 
Should with a kind of lufl: 
Lie down and flcep in dufl^, 
Does yet the grand fatigue of life carefs j 
And gapes for its Uft dregs with incxtinguifhable 
ihirft : 

N 3 N^Vwv 
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When the gay fire of the dull eye is loft 
Like cooling metals fix'ti by winter's froft, 
When the bald head, depopulate and bare, 
Looks fmooth as a white globe of ice, 
Depriv'd of its once-flourifliing fpring the Itair 5 
All that remains will not fufiice 
The mighty fum to county 
To which the numerous years that have gone o*er 
Yet ev*a this feeble piece [amount. 

(Now but the monument of what he was) 
Does with his cordials and elixirs treat, 
To make his weary pulfes beat 
With momentary heat : . 
Still he abhors the difmal thought of Death, 
Still on his guard he (lands, 
Would fain defend his faultcring breath, 
Againft the conqueror's Aroke, with crutches in his 
hands. 

Strange riddle of a myflical defire ! 
' That man ihould wifli his vital fire 

Might veftal prove, and ne*er expire ; 

That he fhould hope that his eclipfed beams. 
Like Arethufa, under ground, might flray, 

And never difemlx>gue their fhining ftreams 
Inro the glorious ocean of inexhaafted day ! 
Is this the caufe we fo much boaft 
Our reafon as a fure unerring guide 
(No lefs our fafcty than our pride) ? 

And would it have us in a tempeft ride, 
In which we are for ever loft ? 

1 When 



ESSAT UPON death; i8j 

When one kind ihipwreck would convey Ui" fafe 

Back to our native coaft ; 
A coafl where- we may pleafures tafte, • 

High with the guft of perils paft; 
Where a perpetual fprnj^: of blifs, 
Blooming in all the rich luxuriances 

Of never-fading, extafies, 
Satiates, but does not cloy, 

The ravi(h*d mind ; 
Where no tears fall but- thofe of joy. 
Which, Nilus-like, when rhey o'er-flow, are kind. 

But though with all this pomp of words we prate, 

And paint our happy future rtatej 
Yec fure we think' them pageantries of a diftcmper'd 

Which Fancy's pencil did delineate ; [head. 

The broken vifionsof the living,, when they dream 
they 're dead. 
That we *re fo loth to die. 
Proceeds from Infidelity : 

For whatfoc'cr the fturdy men of fenfc, • 

Thofe fcuUs of Axiom and Philofophy, 
By Rcafoa's tclefcope pretend t* evince; 
Beyond this world there can no other be 
V/prfc than this life, when it appears 
In all its hurricanes of hopes and fears. 
So fome baulk'd gamefter, that has only one poor flake, 
And knows not when he (hall get more to keep in play, 

Does his lad chance with trembling take. 

And would the fatal throw delay; 
The box once call, to him for ever 's call away. 

N 4 Or, 
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Or, if wc 're truly fatisfy'd, . 

The foul is to Divinity allyM; 

That its impenetrable hypoftafis 
Is of a lading and fubftantial make. 
Which Death's arreft can never (hake; 

But fprinklcd alhes (hall arife, 

Kindled with an exalted energy : 

If this our firm ptjrfuafion be, 
Doubilcfs 'tis guilt which makes us groan. 
When Fate fends forth the black decree 
Of diflbluiion : 
As a dcbauch'd gallant. 
Who 's juft embarking for a foreign land, 
Amidft a rout of creditors does trembling fttnd^ 
Who for quick payment with wild fury rant ; 
Th* unhappy wretch can't find a bail, 
And thus his journey 's finifh'd in a gaolj 

So Confcience rallies-up 
Of crimes, the worft of debts, ten thoufand bilh. 
Embitters with new poifon Death's ungrateful cup^ 

And the departing foul with horror fills. 
Thus wretched mortals lie 
Under a bad neccfEty 
Of ftrong defirc to live, and (Ironger fear to die. 

Which way foe'er they turn, 

A forcible dilemma's horn 

Wounds them in each hypothefis r 
The Athcifl would for ever live in this. 
If there's no otlier world; the Thcift, if there is. 

SONG, 
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SONG, MADE FOR A WEDDING, 

BY DR. WALDREN. 

T E T Hymen on this happy day, 

•■-^ The brightcft which e'er grac*d the ycar> 

Tranfport in every face difplay. 

Since Heaven and Marriage come fo near. 

A raatchlefs pair before him bows, 

To alk his feals which ever bind ; 
He cannot but approve the vows 

Of two fo beauteous,, two fo kind. 

The Godhead fmiles : then, tlien we know 
What the efFefts of marriage prove ; 

That joys in endlefs rounds fhall flow. 
And life be one long fcene of love. 

liPIGRAM ON A PIGMY'S DEATH. 
BY DR. SPRAT; 



NOT IN MIS WORKS. 
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EST RIDE an ant a pigmy great and tall 
^ Was thrown, alas ! and got a deadly fall ; 
Under th* unruly bead's proud feet he lies. 
All torn ; but yet with generous ardour cries, 
** Behold, bafc, envious world, now, now laugh oa x 
For thus I Ml, and thus fell Phaeton." 
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MARVEL'S GHOST. 

BY CAPTAIN JOHN AYLOFFE*: 

"C^ROM the dark Stygian lake I come, 

•*■• Td acquaint poor England with her doom j 

Which, by the Infernal Sifters late, 

I copied from the book of Fate : 

And though the fcnfe may feem difguis'd, 

'Tis in thefe following lines com priz'd : 

" When England fliall forfake the-Bcoom, . 
And take the Thiftle in the roomj . 
A wanton fiddler ihall be led 
By fate tafliame his roaftcr's bed ; 
From whence a fpujrious race (hall grow, 
Dcfign'd for Britain's overthrow. 
Thefe, whilfl they do poiTefs her throne. 
Shall fervc all interefls but their own ; 
And ihall be, both in peace and war. 
Scourges unto themfelves and her. 

♦ This gentleman, who was educated at Trinity College, 
Cambridge, was a man of wit and humour, which carried 
his inclinations to poetry. He published, Jacob fays, fevcral 
valnahle fmall pieces ; among which, " Marvel's O.olt" is 
very much admired. In the third volume of ** Dryden's 
" Mlfc^Uanies" is a poem " On the Death of K. Charles H. 
** and the Acceflion of K. James II. to the Throne," by 
; "Mr tni/iam Ayloffe, which is tolerably harmonious, but too 
fulfomely llatccxing to defcrvc prefcrvation. N, 

A brace 
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A* brace of exil'd youths, whofe fates 

Shall pull down vengeance on thofe dates • 

Tliat harbour'd them abroad, mufl come 

Wdl lkill*d in foreign vices home, 

And (hall, their dark deiigns to hide. 

With two conteiling Churches fide. 

Till, with crofs perfccuting zeal. 

They have deftroy*d the Commonweal : 

Then inceft, murder, perjury. 
Shall fafhionable virtues be ; 

And villainies infeft this ifle, 
Shall make the fon of Claudius fmile : 
1^ oaths or facraments hold good, 
Sut what are feal'd with lufl and blood : 
L.u{l, which cold exile could not tame, 
iMor plague nor Bre at home reclaim : 
^or this ihe ihall in afhes mourn, 
Prom Europe's envy turn her fcorn, 
And curfe the day that e'er gave birth 
To Cecil, or to Monk, on earth.** 

But, as I onwards drove to look, 
The angry Sifter (hut the book, 
And faid, " No more 5 that fickle State 
Shall know no further of her fatej 
Her future fortunes muft be hid 
Till her known ills be remedied ; 

And (he to thofe refentments come, 

That drove the Tarquins out of Rome j 

Or fuch as did in fury turn 

Th* Aflyrian's palace to his urn." 

O K 
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ON THE CAMBRIDGE COMMENCEMENT.. 
BY CAPTAIN AYLOFFE. 
TTE that firft faid it, knew the worth of wit, 
•^-^ Lov'd well his glafs, and as he drank he writ; 
Vafl was his foul, and fparkling was the wine. 
Which flrangely did infpire each mighty line. 
The watery fprings of Helicon are themes 
Fit for dull frefhmcn, and dull do6lors* dreams ; 
Not flood of Cani, or well of Arifiotle, 
Yield half the pleafure of the charming bottle ; 
Poor fcril)blers then, that bread and water ufe. 
The {lender diet of a Bridewell Mufe, 
As eafily may Water Poets make, 1 

As Coffee Politicians does create 7 

The two grand Whigs of Poetry and State. J 

When booths on Thames were built, and oxen roaftwlt 
Poets the flrength of Waters might have boafted | 
And might have made their frozen verfe to pafs. 
As well as he that put-out Ice for Glafs ? 
Though our good Proftor otherwife dues think. 
Our Mother Cambridge kindly bids us drink j 
She holds the candle and the facred cup, 
And, as one wafteth, cries, " Drink t'other up.** 
*Twas drinking got our anceftors renown, 
A.nd claret firft that dyed the fcarkt gown. 
As well may Dutelimen without brandy fight. 
As Englilh Poets without Claret write. 
Not moderate learning, nor immoderate fees. 
Are of themfelvcs fufficient for degrees : 
Wine and the fupper muft the aft complcajc ; 
And he does bed difpute. who beft does treat : 
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'Tis Carnival, and wc 'U tlie time enjoy, 

This clay and next, while wine and wit run high. 

— And, in the forty days, 
Preachers in vain may bid the Court repent. 
But Poctb fure did never write in Lent. 
Now, in the name of dulnefs and fmall-becr, 
Ye Northern Wits of fam*d St. John's appear, 
That fcarce tafle wine or wit throughout the year. 
Had (he, wlio by the powerful charms of wine 
Transformed Ulyires men to grunthng fwine ; 
Had ihe, and you th* experiment tried again. 
By contrary ctfcfts yc had Poets l)ccn. 
Next, the pert fops by title dignified, 
Wife to themfeives, and fools to all befidc. 
Whom company nor drinking can refine, 
Blockifh and dull beyond the power of wine ; 
Who, after the firft bottle flill the fame, 
Can never higher rife than Anajjram, 
>r at molt quibble oh their Dowdy's name. 
Vhcn Whig religious, Trimmer loyal turns, 
V^hcn Cambridge wives and Barnwell whores turn nuns, 
'hen curate 's rich, and tlie fat doftor *s poor; 
'hen fcliolars tick, and townfmen cheat no morej 
hen amorous fops leave hunting handfome faces, 
hen craving beadle begs no more for places ; 
pkins and Stcrnhold, with their paltry rhymes, 
U pleafe us now, and take with future times j 
! water-drinkers then (hall famous growj 
e, the Poet to my Lord-mayor's Ihow, 
Dryden, Cowley, and out Duke, outgo. 

WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S WALLER- 

' *T^ H E lovely owner of this book 
-*• Does here on her own image look.: 
Each happy page, each finifliM line, 
Does with her matchlefs graces Ihine ; 
And is, with common verfe compared, 
What (he is among Beauty's herd. 
The Poet boa ft s a lofty thought, 
In fofcefl numbers fmoothly wrought; 
Has all that pleafes the fevere, 
And all that charms a lifiening car. 
And fuch the nymph is — bleft with all 
That we can fweet or noble call : 
'For never fure was any mind, 

Of all*that from Heaven's treafury came. 
Of better make and more refin'd, 
Or lodg'd within a fairer frame. 
Such angels fcem, when pleas'd to wear 
Some lovely drefs of coloured air ! 
Oh, had (he liv'd before the old 
Bard had fomany winters told : 
Then when his- youthful veins ran higli, 
Enflam'd with Love and Poetry : 
He only to this fhining maid 
The tribute of his vcrfe had paid : 
No meaner face, no lefTcr name, 
Had fix'd his eyes, or fed his flame ; 
Her beauties had employed his tongue, 
And SacharilTa died unfung, - 

15 N ^' 



SONG. 

"XT O U fay ^. you love ! repeat again, 

■*• Repeat th* amazing" found ; 
^Repeat the eafe .of all my pain. 
The cure of every wound. 

'What you "to thoufands have dcnyVJ, 

To me you,freely give; 
Whilft I in humble filence dy*d, 
Your mercy bid me live. 

' So on cold Latmos' top each night 

Endymiorr'fighing lay, 
- Gaz'd on the Moon's tranfcendent light, 

Defpair*d,.and durft not pray. 

:But divine Cynthia faw his grief, 
Th' cfFeft of conquering charms ; 

iUnafk'd, the Goddefs brings relief. 
And falls into his arms. 

.A N A C R E O N I MI TAT ED. 

"/^ FT the reverend dotards cry^ 
^^ <* Why fo loving, Daphnis, why ? 
Love *s a thing for age alone : 
Love *s a God,. and you 're too young, 
:Let the harvefl: crown your brow, 
And adorn your head witli fnowj 
^Lovc may boldly enter then : 
^Years will countenance your flame* 
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Fruits, unripe, difguft the tafte ; 
Falling ripe tl>ey p'Wfe us bcft* 
Colts are Ikirti fn j hut the dam 
(Once a colt) is flill and tame." 

Reverend dotards, why fo wife? 
Why thefe reverend fooleries! 
Who negleOs to back the hot-fe. 
Till his years compute him worfc ? 
Generous brutes, that latcft <lie, 
Early to enjoyment fly : 
Vigorous nature fcorns a tyc. 
GatherM fruits arc beft of all ; 
We defpife them when they fall. 
Thus your follies fhew to me, 
What my reverend age fliall be. 
Bring the glafs then, bring the fair. 
Fill it, 'tis a health to her. 
For experimental I 
Will a grelat fe^iimple be, 
To convince fuch rfcvei^^nd fools 
Of their own midaken rules. 

ANACREON IMITATED. 

/^ H", how'p'leafant is *t ! how fweet I 
^^ While with beauties exquifitc 
"Nature paints the fragrant grove, 
Thus to walk and talk of love! 
Here no en\-ious Eaftern gale 
Sells us pleafurc by retail. 



Wcfterfl 



IMITATIONS OF ANACREON. 19,3 

Weftern breezes here clifpcnfe 
•Joys fo full, they cloy the fenfe. 
Gods ! oh Gods ! how fweet a fliade 
Has that honey-fuekle ma<ic F 
Clafping round that fpreading tree^ 
Clafping faft, and apein^ me. 
Me who, there with Celia laid, 
Firfl inform'd the lovely maid 
So to clafp and fo to twine. 
Oh I how fweet a life is mine t 

ANACREON IMITATED. 

/^ O M E fill 't up, and fill it high , • . 

^^ The barren earth is always dryj . 

put, well fleep'd in kindly fliowers, 
. .jt laughs in dew, and fmiles in flowers^ 
■ The jovial Gods did, fare, defign, - . 
. ..By the im^mortal g f c of wine. 

To drown our fighs, and cafe our care^ 
- 'And make 's content 'to revel here j 

To revel, and to reign in love, 

And be througliout like thofe above, 

PALLAS. 

J A LL A S, dcftru6live to the Trojan line, 

• KvM their proiid walls, though built with hand* 

divine ; 
ut Love's bright Goctdcfs, with propitious grace> 
referv'd a hero to rcfiore the race : 
> the fam'd empire, where the Iber flows, 
etl by Eliza, and by Anna rofc. 
Vol. m. O PA^T 
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PART OF VIRGIL'S FIRST GE0RG1CK% 

TRANSLATED BY HENRY SACHEVERELL *. 
DEDICATED TO MR. DRYDEN. 

THIRST let thy altars fmoke vvhh facred fire, 
■*■ Thy early labours the juft Gods require. 
Let Ceres* blcjTings ufhcr-in the year, 
To give an omen to thy future care. 

With 

* The hlftory of this man affords a very flrlking example 
of the folly and madncfs of party, which could exalt an ok- 
fcure individual, poirelTed of but moderate talents, to an- 
height of popularity that the prefcnt times behold with 
wonder and aftonifhment. He was the fon of Jofhtaa Sa- 
cheverell of Marlborough clerk (who died minifter of St. 
Peter's Church in Marlborough, leaving a numerous family 
in very low circamflances).. Henry was put to fchool at 
Marlborough, at the charge of Mr. Edward Heard:, -an apo- 
thecary, who, heing his godfather, adopted him as his foa. 
Hcarfl's widow put him afterwards to Magdalen College, 
Oxford, where he became demy in 1687, at the age of 15, 
Young Sachevereli foon diftinguiihcd hlmfelf by a regular ob* 
fervation of the duties of the houfe, by his compofitierns, 
good-maaners,. and genteel behaviour,; qualifications which 
recommended him to that fociety, of which he was fellow, 
and, as public tutor, had the care of the education of naofl of 
the young gentlemen of quality and fortune that were ad- 
mitted of the college. la this (lation he bred a great many 
peri'ons eminent for their learning and abilities ^ and ainongft 

others 
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With facrifice adorn her grafly ihrine^ 

With milk, with honey, and with flowing wine* 

Thctt 

others was tutpr to Mr. Holdfworth, whoTe " MufcIpuU'* 
and " DilTertatioos onVirgil" have been fo defervcdly eHtfem- 
ed. lie was contemporaty and chamber- fellow with Mr. 
Addifon, and one of his chief intimates till the tiinc of his 
famous trial. Mr. Addifons ** Account of the greateil 
** Englifh Poets," dated April 3, 1694, in a Farcwcll-pocin 
to the Mufes on his intending to enter into holy orders, was 
infcribed " to Mr. Henry Sachcvercll," his /^6(.« dcarefl friend 
and colleague. Much has been faid by Sacheverell's enemies 
pf his ingratitude to his relations, and of his turbulent beha- 
viour at Oxford ; but thefe appear to have been groundlcfs ca- 
lumnies, circulated only by the fpirit of party. In hisyoungec 
years he wrote fome excellent Latin poems : betides feveral 
in the fccond and third volumes of the '• Mufx Anglicana>" 
afcribed to his pupils, there is a good one of fome length in 
the ftcond volume, under his own name (tranfcribed from the 
Oxford Colleftion, on Q^ Mary's death, 1695). He took 
the degree of M. A. May 16, 1696 ; B. D, Febt 4, 1707 ; 
D. v. July I, 1708. His firft preferment was Cannock, in 
the county of Stafiord, He was appointed preacher of St. 
Saviour's, Southward, in 1705; and while in this fiation 
preached his famous fermons (at Derby, Aug. 15,^709; and- 
at St. Paul's, Nov. 5, in the fame year) ; and in oce of them 
was fuppofed to point at lord Goilolphin. under the name oC 
V^l^e. It has been fuf^gcded, that to this circumflanc^^ 
as much as to the doctrines contained in his fermons, he was 
indebted for his profccutlon, and eventually for his prefer- 
mcot. Being impeached by the houfe of commons, his trial 
O % began 
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Then go, the mighty Goddefs to adore, 

When Spring buds forth, and Winter is no more. 

Then 

*hegan Feb. 27, 1709-10 j and continued until the 23d of 
March : when he was fentenced to a fufpcnfion from preach- 
ing for three years, and his tM'o fermons ordered to be birrnt. 
This ridiculous profccution overthrew the minif^ry, and laid 
the foundation of his fortune. To Sir Simon Marcourt, who was 
counfcl for him, h« prefentcd a filver bafon gilt, with an ele- 
gant infcription. He very foon after was collated ta a living 
near Shrewlbury ; and, in the fame month that his fufpenfion 
ended, had the valuable reftory of St. Andrew" Holborn given 
him by the Queen. At that time his reputation was fo hi?B> 
that he was enabled lo fell the firft fermon, preached after his- 
fentcnce expired, for the fum of locl. ; and upwards of 40,000 
copies, it is faid, were foon fold. We find by Swift *s Journal 
to Stella, Jan. 22, 1711-12, that he had alfo interefl; enough 
with the miniftry to provide "very amply for one of his bro- 
thers j yet, as the Dean had fald l>cfore, Aug. 24, I7ii>. 
** they hated, and affe£tcd to defj)ife him." In 1716, He 
prefixed a dedication to ** Fifteen Difcourfes, occafionally de- 
livered before the Univerfity of Oxford, by W. Adams, M. A. 
late ftudent of Chrift Church, and reclor of Staunton upon 
Wye, in Oxfordihirc." After this publication, we hear 
little of Ivm, except by quarrels with his parifnioncrs, al- 
though he was much fufpc»5ted to be coiKrerned in Atterburv's 
plot. A confiderable eftate at Callow in Dcrbylhirc was left 
to him by his kinfman Geo. Sachcverell, efq. He died June 
5, 1724; and, by his will, bequeathed to B.lhop Attcrbur\', 
then in exile, who was fu^pofcd to have penned his defence 
for him, the fum of 50c 1. Ey a letter to him* from his 

uncii*^ 
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Then well-fed lambs thy plenteous tables load. 

And mellow wines give appetite to food. 

Whilft the cool ihadc by fmall refrefliing ftreams 

Invite foft deep, and gentle pleafing dreams. 

The ruftic youth the Goddcfs Ihould implore 

To blcfs their fruits, and to increafc their ftore* 

Tkiice let the facrificc in triumph led 

Cfown the new offspring of her fruitful bed. 

A joyful choir fhall, fing her praifes round, 

And with unequal Siotions beat the ground. 

Whilil oaken branches on their temples twine. 

To Iheiv the better ufe of corn and wine. 

The Goddefs, thus appeas'd, will bend her ear, 

And with a plenteous harvefi: will reward your care. 

The certain fcafons of the year to "know 

Great Jove has taught us, and from whence they flow, 

Droughts, rains, and winds, their certain (igas forego. 

Thofe meirengcrs of Fare provide the way, 

To give the fignal of a gloomy day. 



:} 



uncle, 171 1, it appears, that he had a brother named Thomas, 
and a filler Suiannah. — The dutchcfs of Marlborough 
de(cribes him as ^* an ignorant impudent incendiary ; a man 
** wha was the fcorn even of thofe who made ufe of him as 
** a tool.** Account, Sec. p. 247, — And Bp. Burnet fays, 
*' He was a bold infolent man, with a very fmall meafure of 
'*^ religion, virtue, learning, or good fenfe ; but he refolvcd to 
" force himfelf into pnpularit)-and prcfermc'nt, by the moft 
^* petulant railings at Dilu-ntcrs and Low-church men, in 
** fjveral fcrmons and libfls, wrote without either chafte- 
" nefs of Itylc, or livclincfs of cxj^xreflion." Hlftory, vol, 
lil. P.-277. N. 

O 3 tv^ 
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The moon her tokens conOantly fulfils, 

And with her beams points out th* approaching \lh* 

Her waning orb puts on a various form, 

To give the frgn of an impending Oorm. 

When South- winds rife, th« hercLftnen juf^ly fiear. 

And feck a flielter when the tempcft 's near. 

Firft from a gentle blart the winds arife, n 

Whofc infant voice in whifpering murmurs flics, / 

Then wkh loud clamours fills the troubled fkies. i 

By fmall degrees advanc'd, it ftrongcr grows, 

Till every point each ether does oppofe. 

Then through the jarring zones it frets and roars. 

And lifis the fwelling billows to the ihores. 

Vaft watery mountains roll upon the fand. 

And angry furges beat the tremblii>g land. 

A harft^ (hrill noifc the echoing caverns fills. 

And (Irikcs the ear from tlie refounding hills j 

Whofc reverend tops, with aged pine-trees crowned, 

Rock with the wind, and tremble with the found* 

The threatening furges hardly can forbear n 

The tatter'd vcflel, while the fcamen fear / 

Each rolling billow (hould their laft appear, ' 

The frighten'd native of the troubled waves 

His long-accuftom'd habitation leaves, 

Now born aloft a winged army foar, 

To fcek for fafety on a calmer fliore. 

The moor-hen, confcious of the tempeft near, 

Plays on the fand, and fo prevents her fear. 

The hern forfakes his ancient marfhy bed. 

And coweri to heaven, wliilc clouds bedew his hea^ ; 

Some* 
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Sometimes he 's met by a dcfcending flar. 

Which warns the tempcft ruflimg from afar. 

The headlong plaoet glicjes in fiery ftreams. 

And (hoots through d^rkncfs wjth its radiant beams : 

It cuts the fliadows vyith a train of hght. 

And makes a. medley of the day and night. 

A Tportivc whirlwind lifts the moving fand, 

In my (lie circic<> dancing op the land. 

Now wanton feathers whiten ^fl the flood; •* 

And faplefs leaves fly o'er the (balden wood, > 

At diftance blackening in a dolky cloud. J 

Btit Vvhcn a new-flcdg*d ftorm comes bluftering forth, 

And quits the thundering regions of the North ; 

When Eaft and Weft in diftant poles confpire, 

Uniting rage, to (well the deluge hJ|;her, 

Witjx rapid ftreams the fulKcharg'd channels flow, 

Collcfling forces as they farther go. 

Th* anraly tide no fturdy banks control, 

0'«T unknown plains the furious rorrcnts roll. 

The reapers mourn, to fee the del age bear 

The long-cxpc€i:ed labours of the year, 

SONG. BY SIR JOHN EATON. 
nr^ E L L me not I my time mif-fpciid, 
•*• 'Tis time loft to reprove me j 
Purfue thou thine, 1 have. my end, 

So Chloris only love me. 
Tc41 me not other flocks are full. 
Mine poor; let tliem defpife me 
Who more abound with milk and wool^ 
So Chloris only prize mc. 

O 4 Tw'i 
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Tire other eafier ears with thefe 

Unappurtaining ftories; 
He never felt the world's difcafe, 

Who car'd not for its glories. 
For pity, thou that wifer art, 

Whofe thoughts lie wide of mine ; 
Let me alone with my own heart, 

And 111 ne'er envy thine, 
Kor blame him, whoe'er blames my wit. 

That feeks no higher prize, 
Than in unenvy'd (hades to (it. 

And {\D^ of Chloriii* eyes. 

SIR JOHN EATON IMITATED, 

BY JOHN EARL OF ROCHESTER % 

np O O late, alas ! I mufl confefs 

You need not arts to move me : 
Such charms by nature you poflefs, 

'Twere madnefs not to love ye. 
Then fpare a heart you may furprize. 

And give my tongue the glory 
To boaft, though my unfaithful eyes 

Betray a kinder ftory. 

♦ The poems of this witty but profligate nobleman were 
▼cry judlcioufly pruned by Dr. Johnton before their ad- 
miinon into the tenth volume of the Engllfh Poets. The 
Song here prefcrvcd, however, is futficicnily exempt from the 
ccnfure too many of this writer's poems have dcfervcd. h\ 
the ** Supplement to Swift," I have had occafion to obfervc, 
from Mr. Granger, that Rochefter had natural modcfty. The 

faft 
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THE PASSING-BELL. 
O M E, honcft fcxton, take thy fpadc. 



And let my grave be quickly made : 

Thou ftill art ready for the dead, 

Like a kind hoft, to make my bed. 

I now am come to be thy gucft, 

Let me in fome dark lodging refl:, 

For I am weary, full of pain, 

And of my pilgrimage complain. 

On Heaven's decree I waiting lie. 

And all my wilhcs arc to die. 

Hark, I hear my palling-bcll, 

Farewell, my loving friends, farewell I 
Make my cold bed, good fcxton, deep. 

That my poor bones may fafely fleep ; 

Until that fad and joyful day, 

When from above a voice fliall fay, 

'* Wake, all \'e Dead, life up your eyes, 

** The great Creator bids you rife." 

Then do I hope, among the juft, 

To Ihake off this polluted dufi: ; 

And, with new robes of glory dreft. 

To have acccfs among the blcfl. 

Hark, I hear my pafT'.ng-bell, 

Farewell, my loving friends, farewell ! 
lA is, he wrote but little of the ribaldry which pafTes under 
is name ; but, having obtained the charadcr of a lewd 
ritcr, every thing in that ftraiii was fathered upon him. 
In all his works," Dr. Johnfon fays, " there is fpright- 
liaefs and vigour, and every where may be found tokens of 
a mind which ftudy might have carried to exc^V\«cw<:t?* '^ , 
3 TiK\.\-K^ 
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BALLAD ON A NEW OPERA* 165^ 

^^O W Heaven prtferve our realm, 

-*"^ And him that fits at th' hehn. 
I will tell you of a new ftory 

Of Sir William and liis apes, 

With full m^ny merry japes, 
Much after the rate of John Dprie. 

Tiiis fight is to be feen 
Near the (Ireet that's call'dthe Queen, 
And the people have callM it the Opera. 
But the deviltake my wife, 
If all the days in my life 
^ did ever fee fuch a foppery, 

Where firft one begins 

With a trip and a cringe, 
rAnd a face fet in ftarch co accoft 'cm, 

1 1, and with a fpeech to boot. 

That had neither bead nor foot, 
■Might have fcrv'd for a Charrerhoufe fvfirum. 

* " The Cruelty of the Spaniards in Peru ; ex|>r^e4 by 
*** inllrumental and vocal Mufick, and by art of Pcrfpeftive 
"^^ in Scenes, Sec. Rcprcfcnted dally at The Cockpit in. 
■** Drury Lan^ at three afternoon puni^ually, 1658." This 
Opera may fafely be afcribed to Sir William Davenant. It 
was firft a^ed at the time and place and in the manner be- 
fore defcribcd, and afterwards Jntrodiiced by the author into 
•<* The Playhoufc to be let." See a lift of his dramatic wri- 
tings in the new edition of Dodfley's Old Plays, vol. VIII. N. 

-j Ufod by Shakfpcare aixi other ancient writers for ^ji, N. 

Oh, 
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Oh, he look'd (o like a JtW, 

Would have made a man fpcw, 
/^hen he told tl>em here was this, here was that ; 

Jull: like liim that (hews the tombs. 

For when the fum total comes, 
'is two hours of I know not what. 

Neither muft I here forget 

The mufic, how it was fet, 
'(/J? iiuo a^en and a half and a Jove*t 

All the reft was fuch a gig, 

Like the fqueakingof a pig, 
r cats when they 're making tlieir love. 

The next thing was the fcene, 

And that as it was lain, 
at no man knows where in Peru, 

With a ftory for the nonce 

Cf raw head and bloody bones, 
ut the devil a word that was true. 

There might you have Teen aa ape 

With his fellow for to gape, 
low dancing and turning o'er and o*cr. 

What cannot poccs do ? 

They can find out in Peru 
'hings no man ever jaw before. 

Then prefently the Spaniard 

Struts with his winyard, 
bw heaven of thy mercy how grim ? 

Who 'd have thought that Chriftian men 

Would have eat u-p children, 
ad he not feen tliem do it limb by limb ? 
♦ To explwB this, the mufic Ihouid Ucfctn ^twiVtw^^lSL^ 
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Oh greater cruelty yet. 

Like a pig upon a fpit, ^ 
Here lies one, there another boil'd to a jelly j 

Juft fo the people ftate 

At an ox in the fair, 
Roaftcd whole, with a pudding in *s belly. 

I durft have laid my head 

That the king there had been dead. 
When I faw how they bailed .and caiv*d him ; 

Had he not come up again 

Upon the ftage, there to complain 
How fcurvily the rogues had ferv'd him. 

A little further in 

Hung a third by the chin, 
And a fourth cut out all in quarters ; 

Oh, that Fox had now been living. 

They had been fure of Heaven, 
Or at the Icaft been fome of his Martyrs* 

But, which was ftrange again, 

The Indians that they had (lain 
Came dancing all in a troop ; 

But, oh, give me the lafl:. 

For, as often as he pafs'd, 
He ftill tumbled like a dog in a hoop. 

And now,' my Signior Strugge **, 

In good faith you may go jogge, 
For Sir William wi'll have fomething to brag on ; 

Oh, the Englilh boys are exjme 

With their fife and their drum. 
And ftill the Knight muft conquer the Dragon, 
* Perhaps^the baboon latroduccd in this opera. R, 



^^^''g fro™ W^e?""^ 'i- ou.Ce ^ T *"• '■«> 
^'=g'ons of fin, ° ^'''=' 'hou haft ^ '^'^ •• 
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All on the fuddcn, in one fatal morn, 
Our couriier did to a ftarlt Quaker torm 
Some think 

He does, as criminals vrho would defeat 
The courfe of Juftice, madnefs counterfeit r 
No, Godlinefs, that onee much- pitied rhifrg^ 
I Of his new fiddle is the only firing : 
For tlie poor Chorch is all his tender oarcy 
And Popery's growth he founds in every ear; 
At which the dirty rout run gruntiitg in. 
As when the old wife's kettle rrngs the fwinc. 

So the court-dame, who in her youthful pride 
No plcafure to h€r craving fenfe deny'd, 
But, unrcferv'd, with every frcfti delight. 
Did prodigally feaft her appetite, 
Age drawing on, when through lier youth's dccay> 
Her fervants with her hcauty drop away ; 
For winter quarters, ihc Religion takes. 
And of nece^ty a virtue naakes. 
And wl>en the wrinkles of -kvcr face no cure 
Will longer from the help of art endure. 
Covering the worn-out finncr with the faint. 
As once her face, ihe now her foul does paint. 
Since churches are not, mufl: religion be 
Of guilty perfons ftill the fanfluary ? 
When great men fall, or popular men would rife. 
Both from religion borrow their dilgiiife. 
Then, like Achilles in his fate-proof arms. 
They boldly march, guided with holy charms. 
And brow-beat Caefar, and defy his laws ; 
Who dare refift the champion of God's caufe ? 

1 Eut, 
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t, when the place or penfion is your own, 
hen the oppofiog party is run down, 
ligion and God's caufe afide are ca(V, 
ce a£h>r's habit, when the play is paf>. 
Phis dame Hypocrify, wich four face, 
es tit fuppW o'd mother Mofcly's place : 
: for his body did provifion find, 
is caters for the lt:chery oF his mind, 
d for his vail ambirion, and his pritlc, 
d his infatiate avarice, does prox'ide $ 
i body thus and foul together vi;: 
Vice's empire for rhe fovercignty. 
ulcezs that, this does abound in fm, 
uir without, and Lucifer witliin ; 
c filver-pipe* is no fufEcicn: drain 
: the corruption of tlii? little nia.i ; 
lOy though he ulcers have in cv'.ry jjirt, 
oo where fo corrupt as in his ueATt. 

J SEEING A BANK OF PRJMP.OtS*. 
IN JANUARY, COVERED WITH S«W. 
BT MK. THOUAS FOXTOV f. 

^ HES E forward rofcs fpread M imhmWmm^ 
LtTiihacoiiGeofl 
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Ambitious feem to. deck fome virgin's breaft, 
And there for ever lay their fading fweets to reft. 
But, cruel chance ! keen Eaflern gales arife, 
And drive the Winter through the hazy Ikies ; 
Thefe pretty flowers can now no longer glow, 
Pierc'd with the frofl, and buried under fnowf 
If ftill relcntlefs ftorms perfift to beat, 
And chilling vapours damp the genial heat ; 
There 's no relief, thefe gaudy fweets muft diey 
And all their pregnant charms in long oblivion lie* 
But Ihould the fun, in majcfty ferene. 
Adorn the grove, and paint the bumiih'd green j 
Each drooping rofe its mournful head would rear, 
Bright as the heavens, and like the morning fair ; 
While purple honours crown the well-diftingui(h*d 
year. 

ON THE CASTLE OF DUBLIN. 

BY DR. PARNELL*. i7r5. * " 

nr^ HIS houfc and inhabitants both well agree, 

■*■ And referable each other as near as can be ; 

One half is decay'd, and in want of a prop, 

The other new-built, but not finifli'd at top. 

ON 

* Thomas Parnell, D. D. defcended from an antient fa* 
mily of Congleton in Chf-fnire, was born in Dublin, in the 
vear 1679 ; and was admitted a member of Dublin College 
at the c3rly age of thirteen. He took his degree of M. A* 
"Julv 9, 1 7O0 J and in the fame year was ordained a deacon 
■ ' M 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. VINER. 

BY DR. PARNELL, 

T S Viner dead ? and (hall each Mufe become 

Silent as Qc^th, and as his muilc dumb ? 
Shall he depart without a Poet's praifcy 
Who oft to harmony has tun'd their lays ? 
Shall he^ who knew the elegance of found. 
Find no one voice to ilng him to t4)e ground ? 
Mufic and Poetry are fifter-arts. 
Shew a like genius, and confenting hearts : 
My foul with his is fccretly ally*d. 
And I am forc'd to fpeak, (incc Viner dy'd. 

Oh, 

by Dr. William King, then biOnop of Deny, ha^^ng a dif- 

penfation from the primate, as being under twenty-;hi)ec 

years of age. He was admitted into priefts orders abput 

three years after, by Dr. King, then archbilhop of Dublin ; 

and was collated by Dr. St. George Afte, bilhop of Clogher, 

to the archdeaconry of Clogher, Feb, 9, 17O5. About 

that time alfo he married Mifs Anne Minchin, a youhg lady 

of great merit and beauty, by whom he had two fons, who 

died young, and a daughter, living in 1770. Swift, in his 

Journal to Stella, Auguft 24, 17 12, fay, ** I am heartily 

" for poor Mrs Parnell's death : ihe fecmed ro be an excel- 

** lent good-natured young woman, and I believe the poor lad 

" is much atflidled : they appeared to live perfectly well to- 

•* gcthcr." This event is fuppofed to have made an indelible 

impreifion on his fpirits. He was warmly recommended by 

tKc Dean to archbilhop King : who gave him a prebend in 

X713, and the vicarage of Finglas (worth about 400 1. a year) 

Vol. hi. -P May 
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Oh, that my Mufe, as once liis notes, could fwell ! 
That I might all his praifes fully tell ; 
That I might fay with how much Ikill he play*d. 
How nimbly four extended firings furvey'd j 
How bow and fingers, with a noble flrife, 
Did raife the vocal fiddle into life 5 
How various founds, in various order rang'd. 
By unobferv'd degrees minutely chang'd, 
Through a vaft fpaee could in divifions run> 
Be all diftinft, yet all agree in one s 
And how the fleeter notes could fwiftly pafs. 
And ikip alternately from place to place ; 
The firings could with a fudden knpulfc bound, 
Speak every touch, and tremble into found. 

The liquid harmony, a tuneful tide, 
Now feem'd to rag^e, anon would gently glide ; 

. l^^y 3I9 1 716. His gratitude is beautifully exprefle<t 
in a poem on .the Pean's birth-day, 1713. He dleid at 
Chefier, in July 171 8, on his way ta Ireland; and. was 
buried ia Trinity church in that town, without any monu- 
ment to mark the place of his interment.. As he left no 
male iffuc, his eft ate devolved to. his only nephew. Sir 
Sir John Painell, baronet^ whofe father was. younger, brother 
to the archdeacon, and one of the juftices of the king's fiench 
in Ireland. The charafter of Dr. ParneU is admirably pour-_ 
trayed by Dr. Goldfmith,. in the Life prefixed to a volume 
of his Poems, originally publilhed by Mr. Pope, in 1721. 
A poflhumous volume was printed at Dublin in 1758. And 
both thefe volumes united, with feveral additional poems 
which 1 had formerly collefted, are printed in th,i forty- 
fovrth volume of the <* Englifh Poets. "^ N. 

By 
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By turns would ebb and f oWy would rife and fall. 
Be loudly daring, or be foftly fmall r ^ 
While all was blended in, one conimon name,i . 
Wave pufli'd os wave, an^all composed a ftreaoi. 
' The different tones n^qlpdiquAy combin'd» 
Tcmper'd with art^ in fweet* confufion joined ; 
f he foft, the ibrongy the clear, tlie fhrill, the deep. 
Would fometimes foar aloft, and fometiines creep ; 
W^ile every foul upon his motions hung. 
As though it were in tuneful concert ftrung; 
His touch did ftrike. the fibres of the heart, . , 

And a like trembling fecretly imparti 
Where various paflions did by turns fucceed. 
He made it chearful, and he made it bleod | ' 
Could wind it up into a glowing ^re, ' 
Then fhift the fcene, and teaclv it to expire*. . 

Oft have I feen him, on a public iVage, 
Alone the gaping mukitnuio engage 'y ' 
The eyes' and ears of each' fpe£Utor draw, .... 
Command their thoughts j and :give their paf&ons lawi 
While etiidr muiic, in; oblivion drown'd, 
Seem'd a dead pulfe, or a negkfled found. . . 

Alas ! he 's gone, our great Apollo 's dea!*, 
And aUtbat 's ^eet and tuneful with^him fled'i 
Hibernia, with one univerial cry, 
Laments the lofs, and fpeaks hi» elegy. 
Farewell, tliou author of refin'd delight. 
Too little known, too foon removed from iight; 
Thofe fingers, which fuch pleafure did convey,. 
Muft now become to ftupid worms a prey : 

P » Thy 



Thy gratciful fiddle will for ever flhid 

A iilent mourner for it$ niiafter^ li!ind t 

Thy art is only to "be match'd above. 

Where Mufic rcijgiis, and lii tfeafc Mtrfk LoVet . 

Where thou Wilt in the happy ch6rus joi«. 

And quickl^ thy ibelodious fduT re^ne 

To thb exalted pittih of Hamony Duit^ilf. 



1 



EPIGRAM. BY Dk. PAifeNELL, 

** Hand ficQe i^ergi^t^ '4*^0100^ tiift^utibtis blSl^at 
" Res apguiSta 4«nni ^*' - 

np H E gr^auft ^i^s that Nature does befto^v,.^ 

• Can't unaffifte4 op ^tkQipn grow : 
A fcanty fortune dips thcMio^pf Fame^ 
And checks the progrefs of a r)/]Dg n^me t 
Each daflard virtue drags a captive^s ii\9i1i, 
Ab4' moves bu( (lowly, for it moves with pala r • . 
DoTnefltc carts fit hard upon, the toind, . ; ... .j 

And ccamp thofe thoughts Mtbich.fiiould be itpfeonfibldf^ 
The cries of FOverty alarm.. the. fp>|l, 
Abate its figtHir, its dedans control.: 
The ftir^ <i. VV ant inflict the wounds of Deacfa» 
And motion always reafeswith the. breath. 
The love of friends is found a languid firc^ 
That glares hut faintly, and will fpon expiie j 
Weak is its force, nor can its warmth be great^ 
A feeble light begets a feeble heao. 
Wealth is the fuel that muft feed the flame, 
Ii dies in rags^ and fcarce ileferves a name. 

LOVB 
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I-pVE IN DISGUISE, 

BY D R.,. P A R N E L L. * 

T^O ftiflc paffioD^ is np eafy tiding; 

A hcact id iov.e'is f Tways on the wing ; 
The bold bitriyM tfutters ftill, 
And fans the Weid^ prepared to te]} : 
It melts the' tongue, ind tunes the throat. 
And moves the lips to form the note ; 
And when the fpeech is loft. 
It then fends out its glx)ft, 
A Httle fighy 
To fay we die- 
Pis {faran^ the air that cools, a flame (hould prove; 
lit wonder not, it is the air of love. 

et, Chloris, I can make my love look welV 
.nd cover bleeding wounds 1 can't conceal ; 
My words fuch artful accents break. 
You tliiqk I rather a£k than ipeak : 
My (ighs, enllven'd through a fmilc, 
Your unfufpe£ting thoughts beguile; 
My eyes are vary*d fo, 
You can't their wilhes know: 
And I 'm fo gay. 
You think I play* 
appy contrivance ! fuch as can't be priz'd, 
o live in love, and yet to Uve difguis'd 1 

P 3 CHLORIS 
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CHLORIS APPEARING IN 1 LOOKINgIgl/ 

BY DR. P A R N E L L. 

/^ FT have I fcen a piece ; of art, 
^^ bf light and fligde tie inixt:urc fincc 
Speak all the pafUons of the heart. 
And ihew true life in jevery line* 

But what is this before «ny eyes, .. . 

With every feature, every grace. 
That ftrikes with' love and with furprize, . 

And gives me all the vital' face ? 

It is not Chloris : for, behold, 

■ The (hifting phantom comes and goes ; 

And when 'tis here, 'tis pale and cold. 

Nor any female foftnefs knows. 

*■ 
But 'tiB her image, for I feel 

The very pains that Chloris gives 5 
Her charms are there, I know them wel]j 
I fee vAizt in my bofom lives. 

Oh, could I but the pi6^ure fave ! 

'Tis drawn by her own matchlcfs Ikill ; 
Nature the lively colours gave. 

And (lie need only look to kill. 

Ah ! fair-one, will it not fuffice, 
That I fliould once your vi6iim lie^ 

Unlefs you multiply your eyes. 
And drive to make me doubly die ? 
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ON A LADY WITH FOUL BREATH. 

BY DR. P A R N E L L. 

ART thou alive ? It cannot be, 
•*^^ There *8 fo much rottenncfs in thee, 
Corruption only is in death ; 
And what *s more putrid than thy breath ? 
Think not you hve hecaufe you fpeak, 
For graves fuch hollow founds can make j 
And rcfpirarion can't luffice, 
For vapours do from caverns rife : 
From thee fuch noifome flenches come» 
Thy mouth betrays thy breaft a tomb. 
Thy body is a cor.pfe that goes, 
By mai^lc rais'd from its rcpofe : 
A pcftilence, that walks by day, 
But falls at night to worms and clay. 
But I will to my Chloiis lun^ 
Who will not let me l>e undone : 
The fweets her virgin-breath contains 
Are fitted to remove my pains ; 
There will 1 healing ncftar fip. 
And, to be favM, approach her lip. 
Though, if I touch the matchlefs dame, 
i *m fure to burn with inward flame. 
Thus, when I would one danger fliun, 
I'm ftraight upon anoihcr tlirown: 
I feck a cure, one fore to eafe, 
Yet in that cure 's a new difeafc 

P 4 But 
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But Love, though fatal, ft ill can hlefs, 
Ami greater dangfcrs hide the lefs ; 
I **11 go where pailion bids me fly. 
And ciioofe my death, fince 1 muft die ; 
As Doves, purfued by birds of prey, . 
Venture with milder man to (lay. 

ON THE NUMBER THREI 

BY DR. PARNELL. 

T> E AUT Y rcfts not in one fix*d place, 

"■^ But feems to reign in every face j 

'Tis nothing fure but fancy then, 

In various forms, l)cwitching men ; 

Or is its (hape and colour frara'd. 

Proportion juft, and Woman nam'd ? 

If Fancy only rul'd in Love, 

Why fhould it then fo ftrongly move ? 

Or why ihould all that look agree. 

To own its mighty power in Three ? 

In Three it Ihevvs a different face. 

Each ihining with p.culiar grace. 

Kindred a native likencfs gives, 

Which plcafcs, as in all it lives ; 

AndJ where the features difagree, 

We praife the de?r variety. 

Then Beauty furely tie'er was yet, 

So much unlike itfclf, and fo complete* 



ESSi) 



f tf7 } 

ESSAY ON THE DIFFERENT 
STYLES OF. POi^TRY*, 

TO rtENRY LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKB. 
BY D R. PAR NELL f. 

" — Vatibire aiMere calcar, 
** Ut ftjudlo majore petantHclioonavirentcm."HoR.Ep*II.fc 

T H A T E the vulgar with untuneful mind j 

Hearts uninfpir'd, and fenfes unrcfin'd. 
Hence, ye pri>phane : 1 raifit the founding (Iriog, 
And Bolingbroke defcedds to hear me iing. 

When 

* This and the preceding Poems by pr. Parnell (as has 
been already faid of Dr. Yaldcn) were omitted in the for- 
mer coileftion only bccaufe they could not then be met 
vith. I cannot but take this opportunity of corre£tii)g a 
mlftake (which I was led into by Dr. Birch) in the note on 
«hc Engliih Poets, vol. XLIV. p. 263. What is there faid 

'■on the Poem on Queen Anne's Peace more probably belongs 
"to this E0ay. The peace was not figned till March 30, iji^m 

^y Swift's Journal to Stella, Dec. iZy 25, 1712, Jan. 6. 
X7, 31, and Feb, 19, 1712-13, it appears that this poem received 
Icvcral correAions in confequencc of hints from Dr. Swift, 
^ho introduced Parnell both to Oxford and Bolingbroke. 1^". 
. f Allegory is in itfelf fo retired a way of Writing, that 
Jt was thought proper to fay fomething beforehand con- 
cerning this Piece, which is entirely framed upon it. The 
4efign, therefore, is to fhewthe feveral Styles which have been 
.tiude u£e of by thofe who have endeavoured to write in rerfe. 
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When Greece could truth in Myftic Fable (hroud, 
And witli delight in(lr«6t the liftening crowds 
An ancient Poet (Time has lod his name) 
Deliver'd ftrains on Verfe to future fame. 
Still* as he Tung, he touched the trembling lyre. 
And felt the notes a rifing warmth inipire. 
Ye fwcetening Graces, in the Mufic throng, 
Ailift my genius, and retrieve .the fong 
J^rom dark oblivion. See, my genius goes 
To call it forth. 'Twas thus the Bocm roOb. 

The fcKcme, l>y which it is carried on, fuppofes an oU <Jit- 
cian Poet couching hit obfervations or inftru^tions within 9D 
Atle^ry ; which Allegory is wrought out upon the fingl* 
word Plight, as in the iigurative way it lignifics a thopght 
above the common level : here Wit is made to be Pegafos, 
and the Poet his Rider, who flies by fevcral coimtries wbefc 
he muft not touch, by which arc mearrt To many vicloas 
Styles, anti arrives at laft at the Sublime. This way of 
Writing is not only very engaging to the fancy whenever it 
is well performed.-, bv»t it has been thought alfo one of the 
iflrft.that the Poets made ufe of. Hence aroic many of thofc 
ftories. concerning the Heathen Gods, which at firft were ia- 
.vented to infinuate Truth and Morality more pleafingly, «d^ 
which afterwards made Poetry itfelf more folemn, when they 
"happened to be received into the Heathen Divinity. An<i 
indeed there feems to be no likelier way by which a Poetical 
Genius may yet appear as an Original, than that he ihooU 
proceed with a full compaft of thought and knowledge, Ci- 
ther to defign his plan, or to beautify the parts of it, in »tt 
allegorical paanner. We are much beholden to Antiquity 

ftr 
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** Wit is the Mufes* horfe, and bears on high 
The daring rider to the Mufes' Iky : 
Whoy while his flrength to mount aloft he trifis. 
By regions varying in their nature flies. 

At firft, he rifeth o'er a land of toil, 
A barren, hard, and undeferving foil, 
Where only weeds from heavy bibour grow. 
Which yet the nation poine, And keep for Ihow. 

for thofc excellent compofitioM by which Writers at prcfcnt 
form their minds ; bvt it k notfo mach required of us to ad- 
here merely to their fiiblesy as to obferve -their manner. 
For, if we prechide our own invention^ Poetry will coniift 
only in expreffion, or iimile, or the application of old ftories ; 
amd the utmoft charaf^er to which a Genius can arrive will 
depend on imitation, or>a borrowing from others, which we 
moft agree together not to call Healing, becaufe we take only 
from the Ancients. There have been Poets amongfl ourfelves, 
fiich>4s Spenfer and Milton, who have fuccefsfully ventured 
farther. Thefe inftances may let us fee that Invention is not 
bounded by what has been. done before.: they may open our 
Imaginations, . and be one method of preferving us from 
Writing without fchemca. As for what relates any funhcr 
particularly to this Poem, the Reader will obferve, that its 
aim i» InftruAion. • Perhaps a reprefentation of fevcral .mlf- 
takes and difficulties, which happen to many who write Poe- 
try, may deter fome from attempting what they have not 
Wen made for : and perhaps the dcfcriptlon of feverSl beau- 
tiea belonging to it may afford hints towards forming a 
jBeoius'for delighting and improving mankind. If either of 
t-thefe happen, the Poem is ufeful ; and upon that account its 
faults may be mote eaiily excufcd. Parn £ l l . 
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Where couplets jingling on tli^ir accent run, 

WhoTe Point of Epigram is funk to Punj 

Where * wings by fancy never feathcr'4 fly. 

Where lines by meafure fortn*d in Hatchets lie; 

Where Altars ftand, erefted Porches gape, 

And fenfc is cramp*d while words are par*d to fhapC} 

Where mean Acrofticks, labour'd in a frame 

On fcatter'd letters, raife a painful fchcme ; 

And, by confinement in their work, control 

The great enlargings of the bound kfs foul ; 

Where if a warrior's elevated fire 

Would all tlic brightcft ftrqkcs of verfe reqvn-re^ 

Then (Iraight in Anagram a wtetoiied.aew 

Will pay their uadeferving praifes too.; 

Whik on the rack his pour disjointed nanoe 

!Muft tell its mailer's chara&er to Fame. 

And (if my fire and fears ariglit prefage) 

The labouring writers of a future age 

:Sha}l clear new ground, and grots and caves rcpak^ 

To civilize the babbling echoes there. 

Then, while a lover treads a lonely walk« 

His voice flisdl with its own refleftion talk^ 

"The clofing founds of all the vain device 

Seleft by trouble frivolouily nice, 

Refound through verfe, and with a falfe pretence 

Support the dialogue, and pafs for fenfe. 

Can things like thefe to lafting praife pretend } 

Can any Mufe th^ worthlefs toil befriend ? 

♦ Thcfe arid the like conceits of putting Poems into fcve* 
^apes by the different length^ of lines^ arc frequent ia oW 
Poets of moil languages. P a r n c l l . 
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:rc3 Virgins," in my thought^ idor'd, 
3c for ever in my lines dcplor'd, 
:ks on words acquire an endlefs name, 
rriftes merit in the court of Fame f* 
this the l\)c't ftoo4 conccm'd a while, 
view'd his objeRs with a fcornFul fmiJe t 
other images of different kind, * 
■ different workings, enter'd on his mind j 
hofe approach, he felt tlie former gone» 
fliiver'd in conceit', and thus went oh: 
By a cuid region next the Rid^r goes, 
re all lies cover'd in eternal fnows ; 
re no bright Genius drives the chariot highy 
Utter on the ground, and gild thelkyl 
: level Realm, where Frigid Styles abound, 
re never yet a daring thought Was found, 
runted feet is Poetry defin'd j 
ftarv'd conceits, that chill the reader's mind. 
tie fenfe in many words imply, 
drag in loitering numbers floAvly by^ 
dry iJcntentious fpceches, half aileep, 
>ng'd in lines, Q'cr many pages creep ; 
:ver (hew the paffions well exprcfs*d, 
raifc like paffions.in another's brcaft* 
flat narrations fair exploits clcbafe, 
leafurcs void of every (hining grace; 
ch- never arm their hero for the fickV 
with prophetic fiory paint the (hield, 
Bx the crcfl^ nor make the feathers wave, 
with tlieir charaflcrs reward die bra\-c ; 

Undcckrd 
3; 
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" Mount higher ftill, ftill keep thy faithful feat, 
Mind the firm reins, ami curb thy courfcr*s heat; 
Nor let him touch the Realms that next appear, 
Whofc hanging turrets feem a fall to fear; 
And (Irangely Hand along the tradb of air. 
Where thunder rolls, and bearded comets glare. 
The tlioughts that moft extravagantly foar. 
The words that found as if they meant to roar { 
For rant and noife are oflTer'd here to choice, 
And (land elc;^ed by the publi^ voice. 
All fchcmes are (lighted which attempt to fliine 
At once with flrange and probable deiign ; 
'Tis here a mean conceit, a vulgar view, 
That bears the leafl rcfpe£^ to feeming true i 
While every trifling turn of things is fcen 
To move by Gods defeeading in machine. 
Here fwelling lines with ilalking fcrut proceed. 
And in the cloudi terrific rumblings breed i 
Here fingle heroes deal grim deaths around. 
And armies peri(h in tremendous found ; 
Here fearful monfters are preferv*d to die, 
In fuch a tumult as affrights the fky ; 
For which the golden fun (hall hide with dread. 
And Nc{;tune lite his fedgy-matted head. 
Admire the roar, and dive with dire difmay. 
And feck lub deepcll chaml)5rs in the fea. 
To raifc their fubjc^ thus the lines devife. 
And falfe extravagance would fain furprize; 
Yet ftill, ye Gods, ye live untouch'd by fear. 
And undifturb*d at bellowing monfters here : 

Bu 
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But with compaflion guard the brain of men. 
If thus they licllow through the Poet's pen : 
So will the Reader's eyes difcern aright 
The raflieft fally from the noblcft flight. 
And find that only boaft and found agree 
To feem i\\c life and voice of majcfty, 
When Wntcrs rampant on Apollo call. 
And bid him enter and pofTefs them all, 
And make his flames afford a vvild pretence 
To keep them unreftrain'd by common fenfe. 
Ah, facred Veifc I left Reafon quit thy feat. 
Give none to fuch, or give a gentler heat." 

'Twas here the Singer felt his temper wrought 
By fairer profpefts, which arofc to tliought ; 
And in himfclf a while collected fat, 
And much admired at this, and much at that; 
Till all the beauteous forms in order ran. 
And then he took their track, and thus began i 

** Above the beauties, far above the flibw 
In which weak Nature drtfles here below. 
Stands the great palace of the Bright and Finc^ 
Where fair ideas in full glory fliinc j 
Eternal models of exalted parts. 
The pride of minds, and conquerors of hearts. 

Upon the iirft arrival here, are feen 
Rang'd walks of bay, the Mufes* ever-green. 
Each fweetly fpringing from feme facred bough, 
Whofc circling (hade adorn'd a Poet's brow, 
While through the leaves, in unmolcfted Ikies, 
The gentle breathing of applaufes flies, 
ToL. III. CL And 
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And flattering founds are heard within the breze. 
And pleafing munnur runs among the titet^ 
And falls of water join the flattering founds. 
And murmur foftening from the (bore rebpi^ndt* 
The warbled melody, the lovely fights. 
The calms of folitude infpire delights. 
The dazzled eyes, the raviib'd ears, are caught^ 
The panting heart unites to purer thought, 
And grateful fhiverings wander o*er the ikin. 
And wondrous ecftaiies arife within, 
Whence admiration overflows the mind. 
And leaves tlie pleafure felt, but undefined* 
Stay, daring Rider, now no longer rove ; 
IQow pafs to find the palace through the grove : 
Whatc'cr you fee, whate'er you feel, difplay 
The Realm you fought for j daring Rider, ftay. 

Here various Fancy fpreads a varied fcene. 
And Judgement likes the fight, and looks ferene. 
And can be plc^s'd itfelf, and helps to pleafe. 
And Joins the work, and regulates the lays. 
Thus, on a plan defign'd by double care. 
The buildihg rifes in the glitterring air. 
With juft agreement 'fram'd in every part, 
And fmoothly polifh'd with the nicefl art. 

Here laurel-boughs, which ancient heroes wore, 
Kow not fo fading as they prov'd before. 
Wreath round the pillars which the Poets rear. 
And flopfe their points to make a foliage there. 
Here chaplets, puU'd in gently-breathing wind. 
And wrought by lovers innocently kind, 

HttDg 
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Hung o'er the porch, their fragrant odours give, 

And frclh in lafting fong for ever live. 

TTic (hades, for whom with fuch indulgent care 

Fanne wreaths the booghSf or hangs the chaplets thtre» 

To deathlefs honours thus prefenr'd above, 

For ages conquer, or for ages love. 

Here bold Defcription paints the walls within, 
Her pencil touches, and the world is feen : 
The fields look beauteous in their flowery pride. 
The mountains rear aloft, the vales fubfide; 
The cities rife, the rivers feem to play, 
And hanging rocks itpell the foaniing fea i 
The foaming feas their angry billows (bow, 
CurPd white above, and darkly roll'd below» 
Or ceafe their rage, and, as they calmly lie. 
Return the pleating pictures of the (ky ; 
The fkics, extended in an open view. 
Appear a lofty diftant arch of blue. 
In which Defcription ftains the painted bow, 
Or thickens clouds, and feathcrs-out the fnow. 
Or mingles bluflics in the morning ray, 
Or gilds the noon, or turns an evening gray. 

Here, on the pedfeflals of War and Peace, 
In diiTerent rows, and with a different grace, 
Fine Statues proudly ride, or nobly (land. 
To which Narration with a pointing hand 
Dire£ts the fight, and makes examples pleafe 
By boldly venturing to dilate in praifc ; 
While chofen beauties lengthen out the fong, 
Ytt make her hearers never think it long. 

Q^ a Or 
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Or if, with clofer art, with fprightly mien. 
Scarce like herfclf. and more like A£lion lecn. 
She bids their fa£l:s in images arife. 
And feem to pafs before the Reader's eyes. 
The words like charms inchanted motion give. 
And all the Statues of the Palace live. 
Then hods embattled flretch their lines afar. 
Their leaders' fpeeches animate the war, 
The trumpets found, the fcathcr'd arrows fly. 
The fvvord is drawn, the lance is tofs'd on high. 
The brave prefs-on, the fainter forces yield. 
And death in different fhapes deforms the field. 
Or, (hould the (hepherds be difpos'd to play, 
Amintor's jolly pipe beguiles the day. 
And jocund Echos dally witli the found. 
And Nymphs in meafures trip along the ground. 
And, ere the dews have wet the grafs below. 
Turn homewards Tinging all tlic way they go. 

Here, as on circumftance Narrations dvvell. 
And tell what moves, and hardly feem to tell. 
The toil of Heroes on the dully plains. 
Or on the green the merriment of Swains, 
Reflc£lion fpeaks : then all the Forms that rofc 
In life's inchanted fccne themfelvcs compofe ; 
Whilft the grave voice, controling all the fpells. 
With folemn utterance, thus the Moral tells : 
** So Public Worth its enemies deftroys. 
Or Private Innocence itfelf enjoys.** 

Here all the Pafhons, for their greater fway, 
In all the power of words themfelvcs array; 

3 And 
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And hence the foft Pathetic gently charms, 
And hence the boldtr fills the bread with atrfis. 
Sweet Love in numbers finds a world of darts. 
And with Defirings wounds the tender hearts. 
Fair Hope difplays its pinions to the wind, 
And flutters in the lines, and lifts the mind. 
Brilk Joy with tranfport fills the rifing Arain,' 
Breaks in the notes, and bounds in every vein. 
Stern Courage, glittering in tlic fparkS of Ire, 
Inflames thofe lays that fet the breall on fire. 
Averfion learns to fly with fwiftcr will. 
In numbers taught to reprefent an ill. 
By frightful accents Fear produces fears ; 
By fad exprcflion Sorrow mehs to tears : 
And dire Amazement and Defpair are brought 
By words of Horror through the wilds of thought. 
'Tis thus tumultuous Palhons learn to roll ; 
Thus, arm*d with Poetry, they win the foul. ' 

Pafs further through the Dome, another view^ 
Would now the pleafures of thy mind renew, ' 
Where oft Defcription for the colours goes, . . 
Which raife and animate its native ihovvs } 
Where oft Narration fecks a florid grf.ce 
To keep from finking ere 'tis time to ccafe $ ■ 
Where eafy turns Reflexion looks to find. 
When Morals aim at drcfs to pleafe the mind | 
Where lively Figures are for ufe array 'd. 
And thefe an A6lion, thofe a. Pafhon, aid. 

There modeft Metaphors in order fit, 
With unafFc6tcd, undifguifing Wit, 

Q^ 3 That 
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That kave their pwp, and feck aDOcher's place. 

Not forc'd* Vvt changing with an eafy pace. 

To deck a notion faintly feen before, 

And Truth prefenres her ihape, and ihiaes die more. 

By thefe the beauteous Similes refide. 
In look more open, in defign ally'd, 
Who, fond of likenefs, from another's face 
Bring every feature's correfponding grace. 
With near approaches in expreifion flow. 
And take the turn their pattern Iotcs to Ibow p 
As in a glafs the ihadows meet the fair. 
And drefs and prafikife with refembling air. 
Thus Truth by pleafure doth her aim purfue^ 
Looks bright, and fixes on the doubled view. 

There Repetitions one another meet, 
Exprefaly ftrong, or languifliingly fweet, 
And raife the fort of fentiment they pleafe. 
And urge tht fort of fentiment they raife. 

There cfefe in order are the Queftions placed, 
•Which march with art conceal'd in fliows of hail^ 
And work iHfc Reader till his mind be brought 
To make its anfwers in the Writer's thought. 
For thus the moving Paf&ons feem to throng. 
And with their quicknefs force the foul along { 
And thus the foul grows fond they ihould prevail^ 
^Vhen evf ry Q)^e(tion feems a fjsir appeal ) 
And if by juft degrees of flxength they fbar. 
In (leps as equal each 9&:£h the more. 

There flrange Commotion, naturally fhowD^ 
Speaks on regardlefs that fhe fpeaks alone, 

Nor 
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Nor minds if tbty tb whtm fht talks be near. 
Nor cares if that to which (he talks can hear. 
The warmth of A^iger dares an abfent Foe 1 
The \Wfth of Pity fpeak to tears of Woe i 
The Love that hopes, on errands fends the breeze 1 
And Love defpairing moans to naked trees. 

There (land the new Creations of the Mufc, 
Boede Pitfbts, whom the Writers ufe 
Whene'er a caufe magnificently great 
Woiri^ fix attention with peculiar weight. 
Hih hence that humble Provinces are feen 
Transformed to Matrons with negle6^ed mien. 
Who call their Warriors in a mournfal founds 
And (hew their Crowns dP Turrets on the ground. 
While over Urns reclining Rivers moan 
They fhould enrich a nation AOt tl^ir own« 
*Tis hence the Virtues are no more eonfin'd 
To be but rules of reafon in the miod ; 
The heavenly Forms ftart forth, appear to breatiie. 
And in bright ihapes converfe with men beneath; 
And, as a God in combat Valour leads. 
In council Prudence as a Goddefs aids. 

Thtfre Eitdamations all the voice employ 
In fudden fluflies of Concern or Joy : 
Then feem the (luices, which the PaiHons bounx)^ 
To buril afunder with a fpeechlefs found { 
And then With tumult and furprise they tx}U, 
And ihew tlie cafe important in the foul. 

There rifmg Sentences attempt to fpeak, 
Which Wojider, Sorrow, Shame,or Aog^, bveakr 
(' 0^4 But 
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But fo the Part dire£ls to find the reft, 

That what remains behind is more than.guef»'d. 

Tlius filled with eafe, yet left unfinifh'd too. 

The fenfe looks large within the Reader's view : 

He freely gathers all the Pafiion means» 

And artful filence more than words explains. 

Methinks a thoufand Graces more I fee. 

And I could dwell — but when would thought be free > 

Engaging Metliod ranges all the- band. 

And fmooth Tranfition joins them hand in band : 

Around the mufick of my lays they throng, . 

Ah, too defer ving objedls of my fong ! 

Live, wondrous Palace, live fccure of timc^ 

To Senfes Harmony, to bouls fublime, -. . 

And juft Proportion all, and great Defigo, 

And lively Colours, and an Air divine, 

'Tis here that, guided by the Mufes' fire, 
And fiU'd with facred thought, her Friends retire^ 
Unbent to care, and unconcerned with noi&,. 
To tafte repofe and elevated joys, 
Wliich in a deep untroubled leifure meet^ 
Serenely ravilhing, politely fwcet. 
From hence the Charms that moft engage they choofe^ 
And, as they pleafe, the glittering objects ufe j 
While^ to their Genius, more than Art, vhey trufty 
Yet Art acknowledges their labours juft. 
From henct tbey look, from this exalted (hovf. 
To choofe their fubjeft in the world below, 
And where an Hero well dcfcrves a name. 
They confecrate his a£ls in fong to Fame ', 

Or, 
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Or, if a Science unadorn'd tbey find, 

Tiicy fmooth its look to pleafe ami teach the mind ; - 

And where a Friendihip 's generouily ilrong^ 

They celebrate the knot of fouls in fong ; 

Or, if the Verfes mufl inflame Dcfire, 

The thoughts are melted, and the words on fire : 

But, when the Temples deck'd with glory fland. 

And hymns of Gratitude the Gods demand. 

Their bofoms kindle with Celeftial Love, 

And then alone they caft tlicir eyes above. 

Hail, facrcd Verfc ! ye facred Mufes, hail I 
Could I your pleafurcs with your fire reveal, 
The world might then be. taught to know you right, : 
And court your rage, and envy my delight. 
But, whilft I follow where your pointed beams 
^y courfe dire£ting (hoot in golden dreams. 
The bright appearance dazzles Fancy's eyes. 
And weary'd-out the fix'd Attention Kcs j 
Knough, my Verfes, have you work'd my breads 
1 *11 feck the facred Grove, and fink to reft.** 

No longer n0W the ravifh'd Poet fung, 
His voice in eafy cadence left the tongue } 
Nor o'eif the mufick did his fingers fly, 
The founds ran tingling, and they fccm*d to die. 

O, Bolingbroke I O Favourite of tlve Ikies, 
O bom to gifts by which tlie nobleft rife, 
Iinproy'd in arts by wliich the brighted pleafe, 
Intent to bufipefs, and polite for cafe ; 
Sublime in eloquence, where loud applaufe 
tiath ftird thee Patron of a nation's caufc. 

'Tvvis 
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*Twas there the world perceivM and owhM thee grc 
Thence Anna call'd thee to the rein's of State j 
** Go, faid the grcatefl Q^ecn, with Ozlbfdgo^ 
And {li]I the tumults of the world beiow. 
Exert thy powers, and profper j he that knbws 
To move with Oxford, never fhould repofe.'* 

She fpake : the Patriot overfpread thy nfiind^ 
And all thy days to public good rcfigrt'd. 
Elfe might thy foul, fo wonderfully wrouj^t 
For every depth and turn of curious thought. 
To this the Poet's fwcet recefs • retreat, 
And thence report the plcafures of the feat> 
Dcfcribe the raptures which a Writer knows. 
When in his breaft a Vein of fancy glows, 
Defcribe his buiinefs while he works the thihe^ 
Defcribe his temper when he fees it ibine, 
Or fay, when Readers eafy verfe infearesf, 
How much the Writer's mind can zR on thdn : 
Whence images-, in charming numbers fet, 
A fort of likencfs in the foul beget. 
And what fair vifions oft we fancy high 
By fond delu^ons of the fwimming eye. 
Or further pierce through Nature's maze to fihi 
How paffiohs drawn give pafCons to the mindv 

Oh, what a fweet confuiion ! what fur^rizb t 
How quick the (hifting views of pteafnre rife! 
While, lightly ikimming, with^ a ifraUfieat v^Stog, 
I touch the beauties which I wiih tio iii^. 

* That his Lordfhip occafionally cultivated the Mi 
may b^ f^^^ ^^ ^^^ fourth volume of this MifceUanj. I) 
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Vcrfe a fovtrcign Regent of the foul^ 
nd fitted til its motions to control ? 
r are they fillers, tun'd at once above, 
nd ihake like unifons if either move f 
^r, when the imdkbers (kg an eager fig!ht» 
Vs heard a foldter's voice exprefs delight; 
've fcen his •jres %nth crowding fpiritt Ihine^ 
nd round hi% hilt his hand unthinking twine* 
/hen from tlie ihoie the fickle Trojan fliesy 
ind in fvreet meafures poor Eliza dies, 
'?e ieen the book forfake the vitgm^s haikT, 
Ind in her eyes the tears but hardly (land. 
*jt known her blufh at fofe Corinna's nanie» 
iod in red characters confefs a flame t 
>r wifli fiKcefs bad more adom'd his arms, 
Vho gave the world fi[>r Cleopatra's charms. 

Ye Sons of Glory, be my firft appeal, 
•f here the power of lines thefe Knes reveal. 
•Vhen fome greac youth has with impetuous thought 
lead o^er atchievements which another wrought^ 
\ad fcen his courage and his honour ga 
Thfougb crowding nations in triumphant fliow^ 
rlis foul, enchanted by the words he reads^ 
Shines all impregnated with fparkling feeds^ 
had courage here, and honour there, appear^ 
brave defign that ibars beyond his years, 
Ind this a fpear, and that a chariot lends, 
laid war and triumph he by turns attends f 
Thus gallant pleafures are his waking dreanr, 
Till ibme fair axit htve call'd him forth co fame. 

Then, 
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Then, form*d to life on what the Poet made. 
And breathing (laughter, and in arms arrayed. 
He marches forward on the daring foe, 
And emulation afts in every blow. 
Great Heftor's fliade in fancy flalks along, 
From rank to rank amongft the martial throng ; 
While from his afts he learns a noble" rage, 
And fhines like Hector in the prefeat age. 
Thus verfe will raifc him to the vi^r's bays ; 
And verfe, that raisUhim, (hall rcfoundhis praifc. 

Ye tender Beauties, be my witncfs. too. 
If Song can charrn, and if my Song be true* 
With fweet experience oft a Fair may find 
Her pafTions mov'd by paflions well defign'd 5 
And then ihe longs to meet a gentle f\^D, 
And longs tp love, and to be lov'd again. 
And if by chance an amorous youth appeairs. 
With pants and blqlhes'ihe the courtihip hears ; 
And finds a tale that muft with theirs agree. 
And he 's Sepuxpips^ and his Acme * ihe : 
Thus loft in thought her melted lieart (he gives. 
And the rais'd Lover by. the Poet lires. ' 

* " With flich a hnlband, fuch a wife,, 
" With Acme and Septlmius* Hfe,*' 
is the conclufion of Cowley's beautiful imitation of Catullus, 
in the Englilh Poets, vol. I. p. 176. On thcfe lines an excel- 
lent Prelate has obferved, that, to the honour of Cowley's 
morals and good tafte, by a fmall deviation from his original, 
he has conveited a loofe love-poem into a fober epithalamium; 
ive have all the grace, and, what is more, all the warmth of 
Catullus, without his indecency. N. 

THE 



THE COUNTER-SCUFFLE* 1670. 

WHEREVNTO IS ADDID, 

HE COUNTER. RAT, WRITTEN BY R S.f , 

T ET that majeftic pen that writes- 
-■-' Of brave King Arthur and his Knights, 
And of their noble feats and fights ; 
And thofe who tell of Mice and Frogs, 
And of the fltirmifhes of Hogs, 
And of fierce Bears, and MaftifF Dogs, 

be.filent. 

• Thefc poems are prefenred on account of the many -droll 
necdotes they contain. " The Chimney's Scuffle, 1662,*' 

very Indifferent poem, feems to have given rife to this and 
Mny other of iimilar titles ; among others, to **-Fragmenta 
' Carceris; or, The King's-Bench Scuffle j with the Humours 

of the Common-fide j the KIng*s-Bench Litany, and the 

Legend of Duke Humphrey, by Samuel Speed, a Member 

of that Royal Society, 1675.'* N. 

•f* Thcfe initials are poffibly intended for Sir Roger 
.'Eftrange ; who, among other viclffitndes of fortune, fpent 
ear fix years in gaols, and almpft four under a fentence of 
:ath in JTcwgate,— i?/V)&ar</ Steere, the only contemporary 
act I can find with thefc initials, was author of fomc well- 
leaning, but indifferent, verfes on a religious fubjc6V, called. 

The Hiftory of the Babylonilh Cabal ; or the Intrigufes, 

Progreffion, Oppofition, Defeat, and Dcftruftion, of the 

Daniel-Catchers, "1682." N. 

■ And 



Among the which Were three or four; " '. ' 
That rul'd themfeHeS by wifdoln's loreV 
"VVhofc very grandfires fcarcely wore • ''• ' 

a dagger.. 
A Prieft and Lawyer^ men well read 
In wiping Tpoons'and chipping bread, - 
And falling to, fhort grace being faici, * 

full roundly » 
Whofe hungry niaws no fallads need 
Good appetites therein to breed. 
Their ftoraachs without fauce could feed 

profoundly. 
''Twas ill that men of foher diet, 
Who lov*d to fill their guts in quiet, 
Were plac'd with ruffians that to riot 

were given. 
And (O great grief*!) e'*en from tlieir food 
(Their ftomachs too being ftrong and good) 
And that fwcet place whereon it fto6d,' ' 

be driven. 
But here 'tis fitting I repeat 
What food our dainty prifoners cat ; 
But if, in placing of the meat 

and diiheSy 
From cuiious order I do fwerve, 
'Tis that themfelves did none obferve, 
For which nor fleih they did deferve, 

nor fiihes. 

But 
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But fQine, perhaps, will fay that Lent 
ASbrds them not what here is meant, 
^o much, fo good ; and that they /went 

without ie> 
'^Tis like : hut, if I add 4 diih. 
Or twain, or three, of -flclh or fiib. 
They either had, or did it wifh, 

ne'er doubt it* 
Then wipe your moiithjj while I declare 
The good ne(s of this Lenten fare, 
"Which is in .priibn «ery tare,. 

I tell ye. 
Furmity, fwcet as any Nut, 
As good as everfwiird a gut. 
And butter fwcet as e'er was put 

in belly. 

Eggs by the dozen, new and good, 
Which, in white fait, uprightly ftood. 
And meats which heat -and ilir the blood 

to aftion. 

As butter'd Crabs, and Lobfters red. 
Which fend the married pair to bed. 
And in loofe bloods have<often bred 

a fa£lion« 

Tifli butterM.to-the platter's brim. 
And Parfnips did in butter fwim, 
Strew'd o'er with pepper neat and trim. 

Salt S«2mon« 
•Vol. IIL R Smelts 



Smelts cxfi 0DIB9 cat. me, do. noQ ifavf ^ 
Frelh-codi «d MaMs. fiiU acBtlyi hf. 
And ntjtt^tadiero atlufkjr B»« 

con Gammon. 

Stuck thick Vfkh tA&r€9 upon the back> 
Well (luft mAthgt, an^ fbr the fmack. 
Daintily {lrew'4 with ptppor hMk. 

Sous'd Gurnet, 
Pickrell, SturgeMV T)in^» and Tnwrt, 
Meat far toageod forfueh a rout. 
To tumble, tofs,. and throw about, 

and fpurn it. 
The next a Neat's«-tengue neatly dry'dj 
Muflard and Sugar by his fide^ 
Roaches butc«r'd, Ftonndon fry^<^ 

hot Cuflard. 
Eels boil'd and broflM $ and* next they^ f>ria^ 
Herring», that i& the H(hes King, 
And then a couf ily Poul ai Ling- 

and Muflard. 
Eutftay, I had almoft forgot 
The fltfli which fHU (hnds piping hot> 
Some from the fpitj fome from tht pot' 

new taken : 
A Shoulder and a Leg of Mutton, 
As good as ever knife was put on,. 
Which nerer were by a truo gtotton 

forlaken. 

A Loii^ 
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A Loin of Veal that wooM banre ^r'd 
One of the httdjgricft of t&e Gvard i 
And they foaieiin^ will feed fW flar^ 

like tall men. 
And fuekai Sore die Ur^ ChhMf y 
Bot^ when thac I llnrti fu^ 6^ dlA^, 
God gradt fhtey b6' licr Odiflfi c^ ifth^ 

of all men I 
Thus the ^{cxtp&biii *i<4' coii^dltf. 
Which I haic m^dTc of MWi sfad Mfeiilr f 
Mars, aid Ae ttiik iM\e t itpai 

the battle. 
Where pots and (lool's were us'd' as gins • . 
To bre'ald eacH othcr^'s hbads and diins. 
Where blows" did* miike l>6ncs in their ikiris 

tdVattlej 
WWffe rheh to madnefs never ccas'd. 
Till each'brie (fUHous' ^af bcafli) 
•Had fpwPd the fattidh 6f a ftalV 

fuir'dsfltttj^t 

VM\et'(S'<5rf'(llk*d they not been accurft) 
They might have fed'till Allies burft : 
But Ellis flicw'd hi^fctf the worft , 

* of twenty,' 
For he began this moniirous brawl. 
Which afterwards incens'd them all 
To throw tlie meat ab'out the hall 

that even* 
R 1 And 
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And now. give eair^into the jar 

That fell between tlttfe men of war, ^ 

WherclRr^fo«nany a harmlefs fear 

was given* 
Tlie board thus finifli'd, each man fate 
Some .fell to feeding, fome to prate, 
'Mong whom a jarring queftionflrait 

was rifea 
Ft>r they grew hotly in difputc, 
What^callipg was of mod repute ; 
'Tw«».^well their wits were fo acute 

in prifon. 

,THE PARSON, 

While they^ifcoursM, the Parfon blithe 
Fed AS he meanrto have the tithe 
* Of every diih, being fharp as fcythe 

in feeding, 

-But hade had,almofl made him choke. 
Or elfe, perhaps,. he would have fpoke 
In praiie-of his. long thread-bare cloak 

andbtixeding* 

♦THE LAWYER, 

But, afteradelibcrate paufc. 

The Lawyer fpbke, as he had caufe. 

In commendation of the Laws 

profeflion* 
" The Law, quddtliff,' by a juft doom 
Doth cenfure allthasxa it come, 
And ftiU defends tl)e^ianocent from 

oppreffion i 



THE COUNTER^aCUFFLE- hs 

II favours Truth, it durbs the hopc^ 
Of Vice ; it gives Allegiance fcope^ • 
]^vides a gallows and a rope 

for Trcafon. 
Tills dotk the Lzw, and this is ic< 
Which makes us here in prifon fit» . 
Which grounded is on holy writ 

and reafbn. 
Tt> which all men muft fubje6i be> 
As we by daily proof do- fee, 
From higheil to the low 'ft degree ; 

the Scholar, 
Noble, and Rich: itddtlvfubdae 
The Soldier and his fwaggering crew—*' 
Biit at^hac word the Captain grew 

in choler ; 

THE SOLDIER. 

He look*d full grim, and at firft word • 
Kapt out an oath that ihook the board, 
And'ftruck his fift, that the found roar*d 

likethundei) 
It made all fkip that flood him near, 
The frighted Cnftard quak'd for fear, ' ^ 

At)d thofe that heard it ftricken were 

with wonder I 
Nought did he now but frown and pufF, 
And, having ftar'd and fworc enough, 
Ti>ttt he began, in language rough, 

" Thou cogging 
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Bafe foyflisg Lawyer, that doft fet '" 

Thy min4 osl nothing but to get 

Thy living by thy damned pet- 
tifogging, 

A (lave, thai fhall for half a crowo> 

With bucl^ram bag and daggled gown^ 

Wait like a dog at)out the town, 

and follow 

A bufinefs pn the Devil's part 

For fees, though not with law nor art. 

But head a^ empty as tliy heart 

is hollow ; 

You flay at heme, and pocket fees, 

While we abroad our bloods ^o leefe. 

And then with fuch bafe terms as thefe 

you wrong us 

But, Lawyer, it it fafer &r 

For the^ tp prat^e at a t>ar. 

Than oi^pe X9 ibf w tlty f^ce i* th* war 

«»piong9Sj 

'\irhere, to defend fuch thanklefs hinds. 

The foldicr li;tle quiet finds, 

Sut is exposed to Aormy winds 

^Qd oft in blood he wades full deep. 
Your throats from f9reig^ iwords to kc^ 
And wakes wjbe^ yo^ %Pf ?ly 4^cp 

iR ftathejri. 
\ 
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What could fowe Lkwz tad ^fttutcs do 
Againft invaiioiw pf a Foe, 
Did not the Tttliitt SoUifiT gi» 

to quell them } 
Andy to prevent j<Mir fiiitker hatfB6» 
Witl\«ofign, fife> and loud alarms . 
Of warlike dnim^ by ^Mce of arms 

repcU them ^ 
Tour Trefpafs A6^ioQ will not fland» • * 
For fetting foot upon your land. 
When they in fcom of your command 

come hither : 
No remedy in Courts of Paul's *, 
In Common-PleaSy or in the Rolls, 
For jouling of your jobbernouls 

together. 
Were 't not for us, thou Swad ! (quotli he) 
Where would'll thou fog to get a fee ? 
But to defend fuch things as thee, 

'tis pity. 

For fuch as thou edeem us lead. 

Whoever have been ready preft 

To guard you, and the Cuckow's neil, 

your city/* 

THE CITIZEN. 

That very word made Ellis ftart. 
And all his blood ran to his heart ; 
He ihook> and quak'd in every part 

with anger t 
• The Ecclcfiaftical Court. N. 

R 4 VLft. 
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He look'd as- if nought might affuage 
The heat of his eiyflamed rage { 
His very countenance did prefage 

fome danger* 
•« A Cuckow's neftf* quoth he, and f6 
He humm*d, and held his head^fuU low. 
As if diftrad^ed thoughts did o- 

verprefs him* 

At length, quoth he, « My mother faid. 
At Briftol fhe was brought-to-bed. 
And there was Ellis born and bred, 

CGodblcfshimi; 
Of London-city I am free, 
And there' I firfl my wife did fee ; 
And for that very caufe, quoth he, 

1 love it r 
And he that calls it Cuckow's neft, 
Except he fays he fpcaks in jcft. 
He is a villain and a bead, 

1 11 prove k.t 
This I '11 maintain, nor do I care 
Though Captain Pot-gun ftamp and flare,. 
And fwagger, fwear, and tear his hair 

in fury ; 

And, with the hazard of my blood, . . 

I '11 fight up to the knees in mud, 
But I will make my quarrel good, 

alFure ye, 

i 
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For though I am a man of trade. 
And free ol London-city made. 
Yet catf I u(e Guni BiU» and Blade, 

in battle I 
And Citizens, .if. need, rec^uire,, . 
Themfelves can force the foe retire, 
Whatever tliis Low-Country fquire 

do prattle 1 
For we have Soldiers of our own. 
Able enough to guard the town, 
And Captains of mod fair, renown 

about it; 
If jmy foe ibould fight amain. 
And fet on us with all his train 1 
We *11 make him to retire again, 

ne*er doubt it, 
Wehave fought well in dangers paft, 
And will do while our liv«s do kft, 
, Without the help of any call 

Commandersy 
That hither come, compellM by want. 
With rufty fwords and fuits provant. 
From Utrecht, Nimeguen, or Ghent, 

in Flanders.** 
The Captain could no longer hold { 
But, looking fiercely, plainly told 
The Citizen, he was too bold, 

and caird him 

PjToud 
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Proud Boy, zni for hie ftuey l^pdech 
Did vow (hortly to ^vhip hie breech t 
Then £llk faatcht the pot, with Whkk' 

he maui'd him; 

THE SCVVtJst. 
He threw the jug, and therewithal 
Did give the Captain fach a maul 
As made him thump againft the wall 

hiscmppea^ 
With that the Captain took a difh 
That ftood brim-full of butter'd fiih. 
As good as any hean could wi(h 

to fupper : 
And as he threw^ his foot did Aide, 
Which turn'd his arm and difh aiide^ 
And all be-butterfiihifide 

NickBallat: 
And he, good man I did none difeafe ; 
But fitting (^uiet and at his eafe. 
With buttered Rochets thought to pleafe 

his palate. 
But, when he felt the wrong he had. 
He rag'd, and fwore, and grew (brk-mad ; 
iSome in the room been better had 

without him ; 
For he took bold of any thing ; 
And firft he caught the Poul of Ling, 
Whi^h hp CQurageoufly did fling 

about him : 
4 Out 
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Out of his han4 it flew apace. 
And hit the Lawyer in jthe face. 
Who at the board in higbefl pltoe 

was feated* 
And as the Lawyer thought to nds, 
The fall was thrown into his eyes. 
Which him of fight in woeful wife 

defeated. 
All things near hand Nick Ballat threw ; 
At length his hutter'd Rochets flew. 
And hit by chance, among the crew, 

the Parfon : 
The fauce his coat did all bewet. 
The Pried began to fume and fret, 
The feat was bjitter'd which he fct 

his ♦ • * ♦ on : 
He knew- not what to do or fay. 
It was in vain to preach or pray. 
Or cry, *^ You are all gone aftray^ 

good people !** 
He might as well go ftrive to teach 
Divinty beyond his reach ; 
Or, when the belU ring out, go preach 

i'th'ilccple. 
At this mifchance, the (illy man 
Out of the room would fain have ran, 
And very angsrly began 

to mutter. 

in 
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111 luck had he ; : for» after thiaty 
One threw thp ParfDips full of fat, 
Which fluok like BroAches in his hat 

with butter^ 
Out of the place he foon repairs , 
And ran half headlong down the flairs, . 
And made. coropkiAt to Mailer. Aires, 

with crying, - 
Then up ran he to know the matter, 
And found liow they the things did fcatter^ 
Here a Trencher, there a Plauer, 

were lyingii 
I dare not fay he flunk for woe, 
Nor will, unlefs I did it know ; 
But fome there be that dare fay fo,. 

that fmelthim.. 

Nor could you blame him if he did, 

Por they threw difhes at hi« head,. 

And did with Eggs and Loaves of Breads 

bepelt him.. 
He thruft himfelf into the throng. 
And us'd the virtue of- his tongue ; 
But what cooldone man's words among 

fo many ? - 
The Candles were all fhuflBed out. 
The Visuals flew afrefh about ; 
Was never fuch a combat fought 

by any. 
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'Vow in the dark was all the coil ; 
•^ome were bloody in the broil, 
And fome were ileep'd in Salkd-oil 

and Muftard* 
"The fight woyld make a m4n .afeard « 
Another had a butter'd beard» 
'Another's face was was all befmear'd 

with Cuflard : 
* Others were daub*4 up to the knee 
With butter'd . Filh and Furmity 5 
And fome the men could fcarcely fee 

that beat them« 
Under the Boar Lluellin * lay. 
Being fore affrighted with the fray, 
-And as the weapons flew that way, 

he eat thenii; 
The bread (luck in the windows all. 
Like bullets in a cafUe-wall 
Which furioujs foes <did feek to fcale 

in battle* 
Shoulders of Mutton, and Loins of Veal, 
Appointed for to ferve the meal. 
About their ears full many a peal 

did rattle i 
The which when Owen Blany.t fpy'd, 
** Oh, take away their arms, he cry*d, 
; Left fome great hurt do them betide, 

prevent it. 

* Will Lluellin, a prifoner there, fome time the keeper, fi.. Si 
f One of the under-koepers. R. S, 

6 A&4 
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And then ^he ^nave i^w?y id^l fie|l 
Of food that fell no Iktk ietli. 
And in liis;hotife at mJEiAy a meal 

he/peqtk. 
The Captain vmi the i«il amo^f » 
As eager to revenjge the ^^wtiffj 
Done by tKr Pot \i»luch\Bllta -ftung 

fo iloiitly.: 
And angry EHis fdixght about 
To find the fixAoiki Captain one; 
At length tHey Dtet, and then t^^ fdtight 
. *. . devoutly* 

Now, being mer, they ndverliiii 
Till with their fourf roBuftibus diil' 
The room antf jffl-tftjft xnk dier^hi' 

did rumble. 
Inflead of i;»tja|)<^ nfade of fted» 
The Captain took sd faltcd Ed, 
And at each' blW xttadb JJIllir tt^ 

.and tuofijble. 
•Ellis'a'l^rppih-pic had gbtf, 
A forcr weapo/i than tKe pot ; 
For, lo, the ^pplds bdng hbV 

did fcald hixfi* 
The Captain laid about him ftill. 
As if he would poor Ellis kill, 
And with liis'lEd with a good will 

he maulM him. 

•*" ■ At 
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Ac lergth, qvoib Im^ << Btik, thou «ft 
A fellaw of counrgeous hbatt^ 
Yield now, and*! wiU: take diyf psurt 

hereafter,* 

Thy woi^ of tftscaCy btaiBg free irofii fear f^ 
With whicbjhie hMrdlycQiiild'Ibtfbear 

from laughter. 
Tc^etheor thcih a&sfli« the^f flyy 
The Eel s^«bA tho Fi|>pii»^: 
But Blany ftood then>iKiipo^jl 

to watch them. 
The weapoB» wh<r4i%v<tM th4^ fbnghe 
Were thofa fcir which he chi6% Ibught^ 
And with an eager, ftosiack thcwght 

to catch them; 
But Tcai^'d not now fo well away- 
As at the Veal and Mutton fray ;. 
He thought ta have with (bch. a prey 

his jaws fed : 

But all his hope, did tura afide,: 

He look'd for that which luck deny'd^ 

For Ellis all be-pip|iin-py/d 

his calves head 
Woe was the cafe he now was in,. 
The apples hot did fcald his ikia ;, 
His fkull> as it-had rotten been, 

did quoddle. 

With 
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With that one Fool among the rout 
Made out-cry all the houfe about. 
That Blany's brains were beaten out 

his noddle : 
Which Lockwood * hearing, Heeds would fee 
What all this coil and flir might be; 
And up the iUirs his guts and h^ 

went waddling. 
But when he came the chamber near. 
Behind the door he flood to hear ; 
For in he durfl not come, for fear 

of Twaddling ? 
There flood he in a frightful cafe ; 
And as by chance he (lirr'd his face. 
Full in the mouth a 4)utter'd Plaice 

did hit him. 
Away he fneaSc'd, and with his tongue 
He liok'd and fwallow'd-up the witmgy 
Andy as he went the room along, 

bc*»»#him. 
For help now doth poor Loclcwood cry, 
^* Oh, bring a furgeon, or I die^ 
My guts out of my'belly fly ; 

come quickly I*' 
Blany with open mouth likcwife 
For prcfcnt help of fuigeon cries j 
-** Pity a man, quoth he, that lies 

fo fickly !" 

♦ A Turnkey, a fat fellow. R. S, 

Phillij* 
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Phillips the ikilful furgeon then 

Was cairdy and callM^ and calFd again. 

If be had ikill to cure thefe men, 

to (hew It. 

At length he comes, and 6r{l he puts 
His hands to feel for Lockwood's guts t 
Which came not forth lb fweet as nuts, 

all know it : 

He cries for water. In the mean, 
^ One calls up Madge tlie Kitchin-quean ; 
To take and make the baby clean, 

and clout ic. 

Fail by the nofe fhc took the fquall, 
And ledhim'foftly through the hall, 
Left the pctfume (trough knees fhould fall 

about it. 

She tvrn*d his hofe beneath the knee. 
Nor could (he chuffe bnt laugh' to fee 
That yellow»whfch was wont to be 

a white breech* 

She took a difli-clout off the fhelf, 
And with it wip'd the fh**^^*» elf. 
Which had not wit to help itfdf, 

poor ****-brccch. 

Thuij leaving Lockwoo<l all bewray'd 
Unto the mercy of the maid, 
Who well deferved to be paid 

for taking 
Vql. III. S Suth 
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Such homely pains : no.w let us caft 
Our tliouglu hack on the ftir that's paft. 
And them whofe bones could not in hade 

^leave achiQg* 

Andy like tlie candles, lhallmy.pen 
Shew you thefe gaU^nts once again i 
^Vhich now like Furies, Aot like men, 

■appeared. 

Freih lights being brought t* appeafe the brayi^li 
'■%]\tv/ twenty mad -men in the hall, 
^ith blood and fauce their faces all 

"hefjnearedr 

'Their cloaths 2II vent «nd ibuc'd in drii^k. 
Oil, Muflard, Butter, and ihc ilink 
Which Lock wood left, would make one thiok 

infadnefs, 

Tbat thefe fo monftrous creatures dwell 
Either in Bedlam-or in Hell, ^ 
Qr.tl^ no U)ngue or pen can teH 

*their madnefsj 

They were iode«d di^gur*d^i<>y 
Fi lend knew not friend, nor focrraanfoe : 
J'or c;ich man fcarce himfelf did know : 

But after 

A franiick flaring* round about. 
They fudJenly^lid quit their. doubt, 
And loudly* all at>bQce brake out 

-inlaughtcn 



"The heat of all is'txow illay'd, 
The K^ep.cr? gently ^o perfuide j 
And, as pefore,^ll friends lire nfai^e, 

fullkiocfly. 

"^IHs the Captain doth embrace. 
The Captain ilorh return the grace, 
And fo do all men m the place, 

as friendly. 

** By Jove I lover thee," Ellis cry'H : 
The Captain foion as thiich reply M : 
■« Thou art, quoth he, i, man #tfll tr\^d ; 

afid Vulcan 

With Mars at odds again fhafl be, 
5Ere any jars 'twixt thee and me ; 
And thereupon T dritfk to thee 

a full can.** 

And then he knedtl upon the ground, 
•** Drink 't off, quoth Bllis,for this round 
^or e^xr fliall be heldjrenowrttM : 

•and never 

May any quarrel *tT^xt us twain 

A rife, or this renev^r again, 

But may we loving irifentls remtin 

for evcf !** 

" Amen," cryM the Captain, fo did all ; 
And fo the ffealth went round the hall ; 
And tsiiu^ the famocis Counftfr- brawl' 

was ended. 
* S a But 
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But hunger now did vex them more 
Than all their anger did before < 
They fearch'd i' th'room bow far their'fbie 

extended. 

They- want the meat which Blany ftolej 
.One finds a Herring in a hole 
With dirt and dud black, as. a coal, 

and trodden 

All under feet. The next in poft 
Snaps up and feeds on what was JoA^ 
And looks not whether it were roa(l, 

or foddea, 

A third finds in another place 
A piece of Ling in.dirty«,oare» 
And MufUrd in his fellow's face. 

Another 

£fpieSy and finds a loaf of breads 
A diih of butter all befpread, 
And (luck upon, another's head 

i* th* pother. 

Thus A^hat they .found contented fonne : 
At length the Keeper. brings a broom. 
Meaning therewith toxleanfe the room 

with fweepingi 

•But under table on die. ground 
X«ookin^ to fweep, by chance he ibund 
•Lluellini faining to be found* 

Jyileeping. 

He 
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» He puird him out (6 fwift by th' heels^ 
As if his bum had run on wheels, 
Aiid found his pocket ftufF'd with Eels ? 

his #*#♦##*♦ 

Did plenty of proviiion bring* 
Somewhat it held of every thing, 
Smelts, Flounders, Rochets, and of Ling 

a broad piece; 
At this difcovery each man' round' 
Took equal (hare of what was found^. 
Which afterwards they freely drown'd 

in good drink. 
For of good beer there was good (lore, 
Till all were glad to give it o*er ; 
For each man. had enough and more, 

that would drink.. 
And when they thus hadulcunk and fed. 
As if no quarrel had been bred^. 
They all fliook hands, and all to bed' 

did Ihuffle.. 
Ellis, the glory of the town. 
With that brave Captain of' renown : 
And thus Lend- this famous^Coun- 

ter-Scufflc. ' 

To THE R'eADER. 

This B^chanalian night-prize of the Counter-Scuffle being 
thus iinifhed, hath ever iince frighted both prrfoners and 
gaolers from coming into any room,, for fear of a fccond up- 
roar. So that the Counter, for want of fwect garnilhing, and 
cleanly looking to, is grown fo nafty that no man (by his 
jogd»Y/JilJJ ^vill ihruft his nofe in at any ot' the grates ; nay. 



vrilt- rather go a milfe • about • than comenear it ; thdnghyto- 
keep it fweet,. a^ great deal of tntce ii Ibick' «poa ewttj fer* 
jeant, as if-he were a^capoir ii» wkke broth. Upofi tki«^o¥ea^ 
^mefl^k ti Woefully hattntcd with Rats :. not fiich Rats as rutt> 
up and down in Brew-l^oufea, itieking themew wbrt of Urong 
beer fo long,. and in fuch abuadance, • that hai£ tke city is 
GOHipellcd. to dj^ink beer as fmall as water ; - nor^hoft Rats^ 
•which, are not mcaJy-mowth'd in Bake-hoi3res>... where they 
gnaw fo many\ batches of bcead^ that a penny loaf' wantS' 
fometimes three' or four ouncfi? in weight; and tbien the 
honeft Raker Is bl^mMy and curs-d^ and (perhaps) innocently* 
fet in jhe pillory- Neither- are they thofe Rats which greaze • 
their> throats in Tallow-chandlers (hops, where they nibble fo* 
much upon cabdksy that not one pound in an hundred is ever : 
full weight. No, thefe are no Rats- with four I5gsj but only 
two$ and -though they have nefts in atboufand places of 
libndon, yet'-for-thc mod part- they ran but into two Rat- 
traps, that is to fay,. the Counters- of Wood *ftrect' and. the. 
Poultry, and for that caufe are calted Gounter-rats e 
How eeuglkt^ , how movmVI, aadr what they are,- 
This pi^hire lively doth declare.. R. St 

T H E .C O U N T ER - R AT. 
/^ F Knights asd Bqmres of low degree,. 
^^ Of Roaring Boys, that ftick andfncc,. 
Of Battoon Diirn-n^es, that cry Br^e, 

I finj^ now,. 
At men and women (Bawcls antl Whores) . 
At Pimps and Pandar* that k'ccp -doors *^ 
At all that out-face Vintners fcores, . 

J«fli()g noNV- 

*^ I mean noPlay-doow: thol« afet.)ohontft. R. S. 

What 
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What fling I ? Nothing, but light rhymesy 
(-Not tun'd as are St. Pulchcr's chimes) 
No flccplcs'height my Mui3e now climbs i 

But flictlu^ 
Clofe to the grotind as^ fvtrallows dO| 
When rainy weaiKer nmift cnfue, 
She S\c9t and Tings, and, if not true. 

She lyetlu 
Lay, (Hocus Focus *,) thy tricks by i 
Het Martin Parker's f Ballads die ; 
Thy theming likewife I defy, 

O Fcnnorjl 
Ect Hogfdon-fcrapers on their bafe 
Sound fum'fum-fura from totter'd cafe, 
Hot Mean nor Treble now take place. 

But Tenor f, 
A Counter-tenor is that note. 
Too cafy— 'tis ne'er fung by rote. 
But got with wetting well your throat 

With claret;r 
Or (lout March-beeri or Windfor-ale, 
Or Labour -in- vain (fo feldom ftale),- 
Or Pimlico,, wlwfe too great (ale 

Did marr it : 

' He 

•• King's Juggler; Rl Sr. f An allulton now unknown. N. 
J: I am afraid Martin Parker's Ballads muft be configned' 
oblivion* William Fcnnor was a writer in the reign of* 
imes' the Firfti He publifhed " The Conapter*^ Coimnbn- • 
wealcky or A Voiage made to an Infernall Ilaiid long iinc*e 
difcorercd by nrany Captaines, Seafaring Men, Gentlemen, 
MarchAnts and other Tradcfmcn ; But the Coridillohs, Na- 
S 4. ^•nirtr. 
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He tiiat me reads ihall fall <mt fllat 
With Homer's Frog, and Virgil's Gnat, 
And Ovid's Flea, which fo near fat 

The Moon-ihioe. 
For I of ftranger wonders write, 
Of a wild Vermin got each night. 
Mad Bulls i' th' dftrk, but Gulls in fight 

« Of fun-ihine. 

My metamorphoiis is rare. 
For Men to Rats transfortned are. 
And then thofe Rats are Prifoners fare,. 

O pity ! 
But 'tis good fport to fee them dreft,. 
To garnilh out a morning's feaft,. 
Each bit being faked with a jeH 

. Scarce witty : 

Thefe are not Rats that nibble cheefe. 
Or challenge mouldy cruils for fees. 
And rather will their long tails leeie 
, Than bacon : 

Ko, thcfc are they, whofe guts being cramm^, 
(As cannons hard with powder ramm'd) 
And bag-pipe cheeks with wines inflam'd. 

Are taken 
By Conftablcs and Bill-men eke. 

Who fpcak not Latin, French, nor Greek, 
But are night* fconces out to fcek 

Night-fneakers, 

<* tures, and Qualities of the People there inhabiting, and of 
** thole that traflickc with them, were never fo truly expreflW 
«* or lively fet-forth, as by William Fcnnor, his Majcftics 
** Servant, 1 6 1 7." 410. It is a defcription of the Compicri 
and ihi; hardfhi^s inflrfled on prifoners. ' R. • 
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Wha late in taverns up do fit, 
Whifllng fmokcy xnoney» timcy and witf 
Pouring in bowls^ xill out they fpit 

Full beakers. 
Thefe, then» being to> tbc Counter led^ 
Each Prifoner (hakes his Ihaggy head, 
Andy leaning half out of his bed, 

A laughing 
Falls, and cries out—" A Rat— A Rat I" 
** Oh I roars another, is he fat ? 
If not, fley off his cloak or liat ! ** 

Tlius fcofiing. 
Till morn they lie. The poor Rat gets 
Into fome hole. Befule his wits» 
To hear fuch caterwauling fits. 

So fright him t 
But, day l)eing rifen, all up do rife. 
And call for Beer to clear his eyes, 
** A Garnilh 1" then, the whole room cries £ 

They bite liim. 
Afk any how fuch news I tell. 
Of Woodflieet's hole or Poultry's hell ? 
Know, I did 'mongft thofe Gypfies dwell. 

That cozen there. 
I mean the Turnkeys and thofe knaves, 
Who rack for fees men worfe tlian ilavcs, 
I faw brought in with bills and glaves . 

Some dozen thcrt. 
For 



For I one nightr% IfcUg^gowiw* cauf^ht^*. 
Was f6if 41 ItM 10 th* Coiwttr hiwigltcj. 
What thcctf my dctfr experieooe bought^ 

I'll ftU ye- 
Cheaper than I «6iiUl li^at^r it ihtrVf 
Bor they for tokens throats wrfl tear^ 
But fuch as 'tis, fill With the diear- 

Your bdly%. 
Prick up y&OT ctri-^oY F begin 
To tell what Hilts, flay night, tnmfenfi, 
Caught without cat^ or trap, or ghiti, 

But mildly^. 
Being call'd l^fbfc tHc SencK of wits 
Who fit out midftights- Bedlam fits; 
But fome heing rid, like jadeswith bitsj 

Ran wildly.- 
Firft, about* tNVcl'^, the Counter-gates 
ThundcrM with thumpings— Doors* atid grttcr 
KeeVd at the ptiiWwikn out prifen nrtitc* 

Upftartingi 
Saw in the yard a fVintic Avantf, 
€r}'ing, " O tny head, neck, (ides*, kg, arm I"' 
Sore had the fighr been, but ffnall harm 

At parting. 
Tt wa<j a Watch, fwearing " Wc bleed f" 
But 'twas their nofes dropt indeed ; 
** MAfters', qyorti'tliey, we tharge yoii take litcd 

Of him there! 

• The IficriflTs officers, fo calfcd from their gowns. N. 
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A It a A t: I H ttv » A t. 

T1>at feoyftcr us to par tramps has pui^ 
A>\d run our Beadle through' a gur, . ' 
tf is Bilbo lias from each man cue 

They gone, u^) -eoiTHJs thb Bftda-boaiircr, 
His tuiks ftiff-ftark like a bra^e -Mounfer^ 
Of Tur6bull-punk« a fhtticg: iff mincer, 

Some knew hiirrj : 
** Why hfere ?" quoth he : '* Avhy, zounds, becaufe- 
I'tugg*d wiilv -bears, and par'd their paws : 
But fare IroawiM Mr; Conftable V jaws, 

O,. fit whim!" 
« AUV onp^!*'" fiid ene. *^ Pteafe you to bW, Sir ?'' ' 
He, fwcaringtroir^d, *' I 'ns- better brpd^ .Sir : 
I'icoFn to rock my hamefs-head,: Sir, 

In fieathcrt^ 
Give me. a brick'. Sir, f&r n»y holCktr, . 
An Armourer flill is my UpholOfer, 
]ii froft, fnow, muck-hilk, Ixan roll. Sir ; 

Hang weathers t? 
Rogue, fetch mc a fwcet trufs of flraw. 
To fire thy gaol. — Pox o'ihis Law, , 
That coops a Soldier Irke Jick-dawj . 

Is 'f trcafon ? 
Rqfcalt more claret !** — «* There's none here, Sir'i'^ 
•* VV'liy then, you mangy cur, fome bt;cr, Sir."* 
** There's not a Tftpfter dares come near. Sir." 

" Thy reafon ?*• 
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** Becaufe you thwack, out fuch huge woids. Sit). 
His wezand fears them worfe than fwords. Sir/* 
•« Mumtiien — ^I '11 take a.nap o'th* boaidSy.Sir." 

He flfceps tKere. 

A CltOSS-LEGGED RAT. 

A Purican Taylor then came in, 
Who^to uke meafure, out had been,. 
And, maudlin-drunk) to rince his fin. 

He weeps tHeiCk 
Weeps to be call'd a Rat, being known 
A man at lead*— fo down being thrown,. 
On a liard bench, thus did he groan 

In forrow ; 
«< Brethren, where am I ?" One replied, 
" In Woodlbreet Cbunter."— " O, my pride. 
Thou art ta*en down 1 and I mufbhide 

To-mosrovr- 
A head that was not hid before. 
Wo woi!;th him makes ManalTes roar ! 
But die I may not in his fcore. 

Believe roe^ 
' For confolatton I cfpy 
Through my fwcct Spanish, needle's eye, 
The Sifters* will (if here I lie) 

Rblieve roe. 
Sifters I W Counter ! oh, no : here 
Only the wicked-ones appear, 
Wafti then thy Ihame in brinifh tears, 

Confeding: 
♦ Sec Cowley's « Charaaer of an Holy Sifter/' in t^e 

JSiiffliih Poets, voL I. p. 353. N. 

Thou 
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Thou 'rt righdy puniih'd for thy yard. 
And for thy goofe which graz'd too hard. 
And for fomc fluffs which thou haft marr'4 

With prcfling/' 
We a'lk'd him why he was brought in, 
^« Black threads of vice, quoth he, I ipin ;" 
And then again did thus begin 

Condoling, 
«* All arc not Friars, I fee, wear Cowls^ 
Nor all in minc'd ruffs niilk-white fouls, 
I ihould have talked thus when the bowls 

Were ttolHbg < 
But then, to (leal I held no harm, 
.^Lappets of drink to keep me warm, 
But linings wet hun, though they arm, 

Indeed-la I 
O would my iheers might cut my thread ! 
. *Why is this crofs-legg'd mifchief bred ? 
Mending my want from heel to head 

Withfpeed^la. 
Sorrow has made me dry : no matter; 
Owf of mine eyes will I drink water, 
No other ram my braihsfiiall batter 

To kill me. 
Roof, touch no more wines French or Spsmifli I 
•lAll drinks Papiflical I bani(h, 
Out of my lips this phrafeihall vaniih, 

Boy,filltnc!" 

One 
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This fecond Smug, who had the flaggers» 
This Vulcanift whoTe nails were daggers. 
This Smith fo arm'd In ale, he fwaggers. 

At fnoring. 
Though lockt*ttp, yet fet up his trade. 
Bolts, hinges, bars, and grates, he made 
Fly : which being heard, the Jaylors paid 

His roaring. 
They furnifh'd him with iron enough ; 
Neck, hands, and legs, liad armour tough. 
And llronger, but more cold, than buff", 

To guard him. 
How did they this ? None durft come near him. 
Like Tom of Bedlam did they fear him. 
All bringing cans, to {>)edge diem> fwear hUn, 

So fnar*d him. 
Yet for all this he dancM in *$ fhacklcs, 
And cried, " T* other pot ; I want more tackles !" 
And thus, till break of day, it cackles. 

Laid having 
T-he addle<^gg of his turn'd brains, 
In his iron neft of rufty chains, 
Which, made him lofe both fenfe of pains. 

And raving. 

A LOWO-TAtLED RAT. 

The next that in our Little-eafc • 
Came to be bit with lice and fleas, 
Was a fpruce knave like mSnc of thefc, 

Butibber, 

* A place of confinement for turbulent apprcnticB. ^*' 
7 As 
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As the Strand May-pole*^ he did go, 

![n ruif— -His thumb through ring did (hovf 

A Gentleman ieal'd ; for he was no 

Hog-grabbcri 
it was a petty-fogging varlet, 
Whdre back wore frieze, but bum no fcarlet. 
And was ta*en napping \vith his harlot, 

At noddy ? 
TJut, being haVd in, his hair he rent j 
And fsvore tliey aH (hould dear repent 
Their bafenefs— for no 'ill he meant 

To her body. 
The Prifoners afk'd then what (he was. 
(J^oth he, " My Client— one well to pafs : 
Though here they impound me like an afs, 

I Ml fcrk them. 
I Ul make the beadle pluck in 's horn ; 
He flirted at my nofe in fcorn : 
The *Watch (hall ftink, the Conftable roourn» 

I '11 jerk them— 
Hang diem, if need be, for they broke 
Her houfe— that's burglary — the clock 
Scarce counting two— and then they (Iruck 

O' th' mazzard* 
^n adion of flrong Battery ! good ! 
They made my nofe then gufli-out blood— • 
One more !-~And that I mifs'd the mud 

Was hazard. 
♦ Where the Kew-Church now ftands.— Swift fays, 
"*' I went in -vain to look for £upoiU 
•<< J>own in The Strang, j"ft where the New Pole is." N. 
Vol. UI. T Here's 
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Here's law in lumps. Muft, when to trial 

My client comes, I have denial 

For ingrefs to her, by fcab^ ? A Ryall 

I enter 
At midnight, a plain-cafe : elfe, Ployden, 
The Cafe is alter'd. Shall each Hoyden 
Bar Lavir her courfe ? Dare rufVic Royden 

So venture ?'* 
A farthing candle turning by, 
By chance his railing rage did -die. 
Yet to his bread Revenge did cry. 

So churning 

His brains for Law-tricks how to fling them^ 
And up to all the bars ro bring them, 
He fate^ hard-t\nftlng cords to wring them, 

till rooming. 

No more of this light Ikipping vcrfc," 
A, dreary tale I now rehearfe. 

LONG rfiis brown ftudy did not'laft. 
But in at Counter-gates as faft 
t Thronged all the watch again, A noifc 
Of fcraping men and iqueaking boys 
Straight fiird the houfe. The Two-penny ward 
I^eapt up, and fell a- dancing hard : 
Out at the hole all thruft their heads : 
The Knights-ward left their feven-groat beds : 
. The Mafter's-fide, hearing the din, 
• Swore, that the Devil was furc bn;^ght in,. 

* Svt) 
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But, when they heard they Fiddlers werOf 
Some curs'd tlie noife, fome lent an ear ; 
None cursM, but what went drunk to bed, 
Being tlien for want of drink lialf dead. 

Lock*d were the Fiddlers in a room, 
All cry'd, «< Strike up ; play, Rogues, Fum-fum !'' 
The minikin tinkled, roar did the bafe ; 
.Then bawdy fongs all fleep mufl: chace. 
The men play*d heavily, boys did whine. 
Not feeing meat, money, beer, nor wine, 
^ Up fuch a laugh the prifoners took. 
That the beds danc'd, and chambers fliook ; 
Nay, the llrange hubbub did fo pleafc. 
At prifoD-bace ran both lice and fleas. 
The rofm rul)h*d off, and catrguts weary, 
We alk'd, ** How they, who made men merry^ 
Grew fad themfelves ; and why, like fprites, 

• Fiddlers being ftrung to walk a-nights. 
Were they lock'd up ?"— One then, i* th'cyc 
Putting his finger, told us why* 

* Quoth he, ♦* Being met by a mad crew. 
In tliefe poor cafes, up they drew 

Omv fiddles, and like Tinkers fwore. 
We fliould play them to The Blue Boar, 
Kept by mad Ralph * at Iflington ; 
Whofc hum and mum, being pour'd upon 
Our guts, fo burnt them, we defir'd 
To part, being out o' th' houfe e'en firM : 
As our hands play'd, our heads were plied. 
And, though the night was cold, we fried ; 

« This mad landlord*) houfe is now unknown. N. 

T z '^^^ 
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For fuch hot waters fod our brain, 
Like Daws in June, we gapVl for rain ; 
Strohg were our coxcombs, our legs weak^ 
Wc nor our fiddles had wit to fpeak. 
The company then being fafl afleep, 
And we paid foundly, out did creep 
Into the highwjy. O twect Moon ? 
We, but for thee, had been undone : 
Yet, though thy torch to us Was lighted. 
We all might well have been indifled. 
For breaking into other's ground. 
Three in one tfitch being almoft drown'd. 
Yet out we fcrambled, and along 
The Play-houfc * came, where feeing no throng, 
Wc fwore 'twas fure fomc fcurvy play. 
That all the people fo fneak'd away. 
And fo the players defcentled were 
To the Stars, Nag's-head, or Chriflopher, 
To all ihofe taverns f, we cry'd, let 's go. 
At which one fell, and then fwore — No. 

* The Red-bull Playhoufe, mentioned in voL I. p. 25^ 
vras (icuatc in St.John's-flreet. The Fortuae plajhouie, whick 
occurs in p« 255, was near. Whitecrofs-ftrecr, and was re- 
built by the celebrated Edward Alley a. See Dodllcy's Old 
Plays, vol. IX. p. 175. N. 

f It is an obvious remark, that, whatever may be the 
fafhtonable vices of the prefent age, drunkennefs hath n> 
reived a feverc check amongft all ranks, and particularly in 
higher life. Not one of the abovcmcntioncd taverns now 
cxiils ; and every man mud remember an amazing number 
in London more than there are at prefenu K« 

3 The 
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The Bars at Sinithfield well we pafs'd. 
For all the watch had run in liafle^ 
ArmM with chalk'd bills, wak'd by a cry 
Of VVhore-diops ta*cn by th* enemy. 
From Cow-crofs ftood thofe ftoves not far, 
3rt which were enter'd men of war 
(Low-country Soldiers lare conre o'er). 
Each one going-in to prefs a Whore. 

Leaving them prefling, on we trot 
Through the Horfe-fair, till we had got 
Into the middle of Long-lane, 
Where up the Devil does Brokers train 5 
There down we fell, and then 'c fell out. 
Our leathern cafes flew about. 
We fenc'd, and forn'd, and fouglit fo long, 
That all oihr fiddles lay half unftrung. 
Their backs were broke, and we o* thv ground 
Swooning for grief they did not found ; 
Our noifc brought up from Aldcrfgate 
The rugged watch, who before fate 
Nodding at the Mermaid^ door, 
Wlio with a guard of half a fcore 
Sciz'd us, and cry'd at going away, 
** Sad Lachrymae you there fhall play !'^ 

This told, the Prlfoners laugh*d outright ; 
And though the whole Ward had no light. 
Yet from their beds all Ikip and cry, 
"^* Scraper, flrike up ; wc the Watch defy,"' 

The Moon fo bold was to look in, 
And faw fome only in their Ikin 

T s (Naked 
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(Naked as Cuckoos when. June *s paft) 
Some had long (hiris down to their waift. 
Some wanted back-parts, fome an arm. 
None wore a fhirt could keep him warm, 
A French boy, that fweeps chimnies, wears 
His patchM-up frock as white as theirs : 
Some on their heads no night>caps wore^ 
Some lapp'd their brows in hofe all tore. 
They hobble out, they frilk, they fing. 
So long that crack'd was every firing 
By their rude horfe-play altogether. 
Flinging their legs they car'd not whither^ 
Such horrid noife, fuch (linking fmell. 
Cannot be heard nor felt in hell : 
Yet o*er they gave not, till the fun 
Arofe ,* then all to bed did nui. 

G 00 D-MORROW. 

The Rats into the trap that fell 
This night were few : the Conftable 
Belike did wink, and would not fee ; 
For, when the winds rife, his Watch and he 
Tofs all that venture on their waves j 
The rocks being brown-bills, clubs^ and flaves. 
On which they fplit them : thefe and they. 
When morning comes, are fetched away ; 
Thofe Rats, o*er night whofe (hapes did Iccfc, 
Being foon turned Men, by paying but feest 
Yet fome lofe tail, fome are fcratch'd bare, 
Whilfi Conflablcs and Counters (hare. 

THE 
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OR, THE NOBLE LABOURS OF THE 

GREAT DEAN OF NOTRE-DAME IN PARIS, 

FOR THE ERECTING IN HIS CHOIR A THRONE FOU 

HIS GLORY, AND THE ECLIPSING THE PRrOB 

OF AN IMPERIOUS, USURPING CHANTfiRs^ 

AN HEROIC POEM. 

CONTAINING A TRUE HISTORY; ANP SHEWI-KG THE 
FOLLY, FOPPtTlY, LUXURY, LAZINESS, PRIDt, AM- 
BITION, AND CONTENTION OF THE ROMISH CLERGY^ 

BY JOHN C R .O W N E ♦. 

♦ A"draraatic writer, whofc performances both in comedy 
and tragedy were afted with applaufe, though comedy fecms 
to have been more peculiarly his talent. Seventeea of his 
plays are enumerated by Jacob. He was bred under his 
farther, ^n independent mtnifter in Nova Scotia. Being a 
man of fomc genius, and impatient of the gloomy education 
hfc« received in that country, he refolved upon coming (o 
England, to try if he could hot make his fortune by his 
wits* When he firft arrived here, his neceiiitics were ex- 
tremely urgent : and he was obliged to become a gentleman- 
uiher to an old Independent lady. But he foon grew as weary . 
of that precife oftcc, as he was of the difciplme. of .N'ova i 
Stotia. He fct himfelf therefore to writing j and prefcntly 
made himfelf fo known to the court and town, that he was no- 
minaced by Charles II. to write *< The Maft^uc of Csdy^io,** 
T 4" This 



TO JOHN EARL OF MULGRAVE, ^c. 

MY LORD> 

T H AVE long been albamed to fee fo many of mf 
•*• wntings march into the world, and' yet not one of 
them honoured by your lordihip's patronage. It it an 
cafy matter for a troop to force themfelves on ladies and 

neutral 

This nomination was procured him by the carLof Rochcfter: 
it muft not however be afcribed entirely to his merit, but 
taibme little fpite in this lord,, who dcligned by that pre- 
ference to mortify Mr. Dryden. Upon the breaking-out of 
the two parties, after the pretended difcovery of the Popi(h 
plot, the favour Crowne was in at court induced him to 
embrace the Tory party ; about which time he wrote a comedy 
called <* The City Politicks," in ordfcr to fiitirize and cxpofe 
fhe Whigs. This comedjr was by maay intrigues of the 
party-men hindered from appearing upon the ffagc, till the 
king himfelf laid his abfolute commands on the Ibrd cham- 
berlain to have it adled immediately. Aboufr the latter end 
©f this reign, Crowne, tired out with writing, and deiiirous 
to ihelter himfelf from the refentment of many enemies he 
had made by his *' City Politicks,** ventured to addref^ the 
king himfelf, for an cftabliflimcnt in fbme oflfice that might 
be a fecurity to him for Kfe. The king anfwcred; « he (bould- 
*' be provided for ;" but added, " that he would firft fte 
•* another comedy.** Mir. Crowne endeavoured' to excofe 
himfelf, by telling the king, that " he plotted (lowly and 
** aukwardlf .** His majefty TC£licd> that ** h» would help 

" him 
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neutral gentlemen, or nobility, who will not arm ; hut 
they mud he men of fome merit and gallantry^ who 
compel regard from a General. Your lordfliip is as 
much ahove us in our own ways, as you are in other 
refpcfts ; and I give this manifeft proof of it : your 
fortune, and, moft men believe, your inclination, fixes 
you on the top of eafe and pleafure ; therefore you would 
never have written one line, if it had cod you any 
pains : yet have you performed maderies, whichwe^ who 

^' him to a ph>t ;" and fa put into his hand' the Spani(k 
comedy, called ** Non {lued eflcr,*' out of which Mr. Crowne 
took the comedy of ** Sir Courtly Nice." The play was juft 
re.ady to appear to the world ; and Mr. Crowne extremely 
delighted to think that he was going to be made happy the 
Ecmaining part of his life, by the performance of the king^'s 
promife. But, upon the lafl. day of the cehearfal. He met 
Underhill the player coming from the houlc as he was 
going to it ; upon which, reprimanding him for neglefting 
fb confidcrable a part as he had' in the comedy, and upon the 
laft day too ; ** Lord, Sir, ftys Underhill, we are all un^ 
•• done." — <^ How ! fays Crowne, is the playhoufe on fire }*' 
« The whole nation, replies the playdr, will quickly be ft, 
« for the king is dead." The king's death ruined Crowne, 
who had now nothing but his wits to live on for the re- 
maining part of his life. It is not certain when he died,, 
but it is fuppofed to be fomewhere about the year 1703. See 
Dennis's Letters, 1721, vol. I. p. 48. and the Biographical 
Piftionary, 8vo. Mr. Crowne was author of two other 
pocrar, called " Pandion and Amphiginia,'' and " Dxneids/' 

N. 
make 



28a TO THE LORD MULGRAYE. 

make poetry the whole buiiocfs of our lives, could never* 
equal. In your Eday on Poetry there appears to me a < 
commanding genius {landing on a rife, over-looking the 
age you live in, feeing all the writers in it marching 
beloiv you, and toa often diforderlys and you give us 
thofe orders which plainly ihew, Poetry attends on youy ■ 
you may do what you pleafe with it; but we, compared 
with your lordlhip, are but poor drudges to it, that 
have ofcener the will than the power to do- well. Your 
lordfhip has not only a perfe£): underftanding of what 
is iit to pafs in the world, but you a^- of a fcverc 
temper, which will not give your pafs to any falfc fenfcj 
the abfencc therefore of your name from my writings 
fecms a filent charge againft me of want of merit. To 
remove that reproach, I take this occafion to* tell the 
world, your lordfhip has approved of feme of my 
writings ; and I have longed to make my brags of itf 
but have been hindered either by the unkindnefs of for- 
tune, which has given me fome blow, and made roc 
imfit to appear before you, or by the kindnefs of fome 
generous perfons, by which my writings have been in a 
manner mortgagedi Though the law of the land 
docs not reckon favour freely beftowcd among debts, 
the law of gratitude does ; whenever a man i&obligcd, • 
a judgement is entered againd him. In the late reigo, 
when your lordihip graced the Lord Chamberlain's 
office, you were pleafed to Hiew me thofe regards which 
made me vain : and I was very deiirous to make it 
known to the world, but the cloudinefs of thofe times 
got I think into my head, I did not write fo well as I 

have 
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liavc (lone formerly. Now I venture before yourlord' 
Ihip; becaufe I bring an acquaintance of yours, I zm 
fure you value, Mr. Boileau ; and a piece of his dl 
men of fenft have efteemed, becaufe it expofcs to con- 
tempt men who are the antipodes to good ftnfe; priefts 
who advance nonfenffc above reafon, make trifles of tHe 
moft folemn matters, and fblemn things of trifle, are 
idle in the great - affairs of their calling, and bufy in 
impertinence. By the few we have had amongfl us of 
fuch kind of Churchmen, we may guefs the mifcry of 
the people who live in the Roman Churchy where there 
are fcarce any other : where the whole mafs of prieft- 
hood is a heap of proud flefh, and all the ftrcngth and 
nutriment of a nation goes to feed eccleifaftical cor- 
ruption ; thanks be to God, ' we are in a condition to 
make fport with them ; if ever they come amongft uS, 
they will fpoil the jeft. And, pad difpute, it is very f\c 
to render men contemptible who endeavour to make Re- 
ligion fo. We have had too many in our Church who 
have buiied themfelves, and embroiled others abottt 
things which the French have had the underftanding to 
know were only fit for a droll. But now we have 
greater affairs on our hand. We have not time to con- 
tend for modes in Religion, when the Being of the Pro- 
teflant Religion, and indeed the £ngh(h Nation, lies at 
ftake. In a calm at fea, men may have leifure to wrangle 
at Chefs ; but, if a florm arifes, the quarrel is at an end, 
and the bifhops, knights, rooks, and pawns, that bred 
it, are left to fliift for themfelves. I am well aflured 
the Lutrin pleafes your lordfhip, but I may doubt of 
4 n>y 
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my management of it; for I treat it as an Englilh pr?- 
vatccr would do a French prize, great part of it I fling 
away, and I dafli, brew, and difguife, the reft as I think 
good. I fhalJ not value how the world cenfures me, 
if I have the good-fortune to be approved of by your 
lordihip, and thought worthy of the title of, my Lord, 
Your lordfhip's moft humble and obliged fervant, 

John Crowne. 

C A N T a L 

T SING of Angels — not the heavenly Choir, 
•■■ Whom Peace and Truth, and Harmony infpire. 
Hoarfe brazen trumpet-like is my rough voice. 
Jarring Church* Angels, therefore, are my choice. 
In mighty Paris two great fpitits reign'd, 
"Where one with eafe could not be well contain *d. 
They ftrove, and from them dreadful thunders broke, 
Which made great Notre-Dame both (hake and fmokcf 
And, ere the almoft falling Church could fix. 
Strange Janglings made, among Church-candlefticks. 

Of all th;: Priefts that vvcahhy Dome fupply'd 
With lazinefs, with luxury, and pride, 
None deeper funk, or firmlier remained 
In peace and fat, than he wl.o o'er it reign*d'. 
The Dean j a folid Priefl; in flelh and bonej 
He like a flecpy Roller trundled on 
Along all times; and gaiher'd as he roH'd 
A heavy heap of fat and clammy mold* 

Hi 
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Re never knew when changes went or came, 
;All Times, Faiths, Oaths, appeared to him the fame. 
He had no palate but for Meats and Wine, 
in thofe he was a learn*d profound Divine ; 
And to thofe ftudies kept fo clofe and hard. 
To his Cathedral he paid fraall regard. 
Mean-while a haughty, melancholy, four. 
Old bufy fnarling Chanter fteep'd in power : 
Chief of the Chanters there he was by right | 
But, not contented with that noble height, 
Ufurp'd the Dean's fupremacy, and, more, 
Took high prerogatives unknown before. 
As fcorning power only at fecond-handj 
And he was terrible in his command ; 
He made the Singers (hake more than in fong. 
This fierce Ufurper rul'd in quiet long, 
Obey'd, fear'd, honour'd, Church-affairs went on 
In a profound ftill current, crofs^d by none. 
At length the Dean from his long (lumbers woke, 
Bur(l through his cloud, and Church rcpofe he brc^ft 
He faw his reverence and ftatc were gone, 
And gallantly refolv'd to fcize his own ; 
Kay his prelatic legal pomp advance 
On the intruding Chanter's arrogance. 
The great fouPd Chanter having proudly reign 'd, 
Submiilion fcorn'd, and ufurp*d ftate maintained. 
By his devotion to pomp, power, and pride. 
He won the zealous Canons to his fide j 
Who, (kill'd in caufes of that mighty )veight, 
Lfiot him their aid by many a loud debate : 
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So, of oM, Pagan Prelates inadly flrove 

Th$ Moon's ecLipfe by noi(es to remove : 

Pagans beat dUhes, pans, and|>latters hard. 

Our Priefts no chattering in quotations fparHl.. 

What Devil, envious of Church r^pofe, 

Thcfe- fire-balls into holy bofoms throws. 

And turns the, Church to a diforder'd roue? 

How can fuch fury enter fouls devout ? 

Stand off, Atheiilic Wits, and Scoffers vain. 

Do not my grave and folemn fong.prophane : 

Great Notre-Dame, the high and flately fcene 

Of our cnfuing (lory, long bad been 

Adorn'd and blcfl with many a deep Divine, 

Not deep in arts, but in down-beds and wine. 

Their great, devotion doubly they cjcpreft; 

In Church by pomp, at home by heavenly reft. 

It grac'd their Mafler's fervice, to maintain 

Jn cafe themfelves his favorite Ger.tlemen. 

On their foft beds the .morn they dos'd away, 

Anji left the. Choir the drudgery to pray ; 

And to rich lofty cufhions to fupply 

Ther rooms in Church, and raife God*s lionour hi^. 

God was well ferv'd, though Pricfis were never tliertj.; 

-Bright Refidentiaries the cufhions were. 

The holy men eat, drank, and llept with zeal. 

All for Heaven's, honour, and the Church's wealt 

'Kept from themfelves all facrilegious toil ; 

True to their fat ihey were, as Rhemcs to oiJ, 

To anoint Gallic Kings an Angel biought 

Much unftuous fat God fcnt his holy lof. 

Our 
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' Cur pious Canons, which tb keep -from v\'ii(le 
'. Careful they were, not to preach, pray, or faft; 

Or only faft to give themfelves a whet, 
^ So when they charg'd, the rout was dreadful great. 

Sometimes foul-lulling Sermons from them flream'd i 
. But ah ! fo gently, when they preached they feem'd 

Like Halcyons brooding o'er a (lumbering wave^ 

To the Cathedral peaceful calms they. gave. 

No croaking Preacher fpoil'd, witli tedious din^ 
' Good Sunday dinners, or fweet weekly Sin. 

No noife was there but of harmonious founds 

Divifion there only in fong was found. 

When horrid Difcord rear*d her fnaky head. 

To fee who entertained a calm fo dead, 
^ So loath*d by her. Her Empire <he furvey'd. 

And found her will by millions was obey'd. 
^ Gladly fhe faw in each wcll-govcm'd ftate 

The law with formal pomp fupport debate ; 
- But Churches highly pleased her ear and eye, 
: She faw all Churches fet her honour high. 
-Yet our Cathedral, only in Mufic loud, 

Lodg'd Peace in fcom of Difcord and her crowd. 
» Difcord in rage percliM on the lofty dome, 
. And from her mouth (he rain'd a poifonous foam. 

Which crack'd the glafs j .martyred th* Apoftles there j 

Then with a figh, which made trees (bed their hair, 
• Foul'd the Church-plate, that all its fplendors died. 

Like men in damps ; (he vented thus her pride : 
' ** How dar'fl thou, proud Cathedral, friendibip (hew 

To Peace, (faid (he) my known and vanqui(h'd foe. 

Which 



Which round the world I *ve fpurn'd ? Where has Om 

In one fair Realm ilie'as fcarce one iingle .brcaih £reft? 

How often there in the fame perfon fight 

Whig, Tory, Williamitc, 4ind Jacobite, 

Who have by turns the better of the fray^ 

As French or Irifti get or lofe the day ; 

Or, as tlie hands of their good Mofts rife. 

Well to reward, or (harply to chalEfe. 

IVe made myfelf a barricado ftrong 

Of ftifF Non-f wearers, a moil ftubborn throng. 

Who by no art to yield can be corapell'd. 

And grow more hard, like trees by being felKd. 

>Iay ev*n fome Swearers, to advance my reign. 

The crown fecur'd by law unfix again ; 

Carve power by conqueft, which isxarv'd by law.: 

:Some Swearers againft rhefe keen weapons draw. 

Between them Peace and Truth lead wretched lives, 

Thefe fighters wound them with their carvingrknivcjBt 

Mc above Church, and State all nations fet: 

And dares one Church negle£l a pow^r fo great ? 

Woes for thee this provoking crime provides* 

iStrcighc.her enormous figure Difcord hides 

With a fquare cap, a furplice, hood, and gown; 

Nor from an old four Canon could be known. 

^o(l true to Difcord j he wag'd endlefs war 

With Peace, in prelTes, pulpits, at the bar. 

All bars of civil and of canop laws. 

To law he went, with or without a caufe. 

With fuits at law all his tithe-corn he ground. 

Aye, and himfelf and all his neighbours round. 
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I!e would not fpare his purfe, brain, flefli, or bane. 

To ftir the clack of lawyers and his own. 

Difcord and wrangling better to promote, 

He rail'd, he fued, he fludied, and he wrote ; 

ToiTd unlike God, from light he darknefs fpun; 

W'o.rlds by this Anti-maker were undone. 

He preachM for malice, in the pulpit boil'd. 

Till dinners and devotions were both fpoil'd. 

When his thin flock by winter winds were flea'd. 

To gaul the fore, he'd a long fervice read ; 

Then far above his hour in pulpit rail. 

Then tack an Altar-fervice to the tail. 

Till all their meat was burnt, and nofes raw. 

Some to provoke to give him food for Law, 

DilTent, afient, his dues detain or pay, 

^Though not to Heaven) to Court 's thp certain way. 

By this good guide all they were fure to find. 

Who not conform'd in all things to his mind : 

If pious reverence they forgot to (hew 

To altars, and his pcrfon, by a bow ; 

And did not fervice fo exaftly inark, 

To ftart at all refponfcs with the Clerk, 

To pour their voices in the muttering throng, 

And help to pulh the murmuring dream along; 

If they nickM not their times to kneel and rife, 

And on tlicfe faults his fpef^acles were fpies. 

But woe to Hugonots remote or nigh $ 

From his hot bufy zcil and watchful eye, 

Pro£lors and Paritours had wealihy fpdl, 

A\id Conftables an cverlafting toil. 

Vol. III. U Baptifraal 
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Baptifmal water, facramental wine, 

Cad away much of the rcforment coin. 

Bafons and bowls not blefi: with legal Forms 

Were furc to meet with moft confounding ftorms* 

Difcord had chofe this Canon for her own, 

And therefore mark'd his brow with many a frown. 

His lean cheeks wrangled, all the wrinkles claihM 

Whene'er they met, and deep his yifage ilaih'd. 

Therefore his 6gure Difcord wifely wore, 

For none could fit her better, pleafe her more. 

C ANT O 11. 

TO the Dean's palace ftormy Difcord ftecr'd. 
And finds the bulkly Prelate fepulcher'd 
In an alcove and down ; in hopes at lafl 
Of joyful refurreftion to repaft i 
In his fair fpreading cheeks, the Church's charge 
Had rais'd a garden beautiful and large ; 
And in two (lories built his goodly chin ; 
To let thefe run to ruin, were a fin. 
The holy man did no expences fpare. 
To keep them faithfully in good repair ; 
And every part about him fat and found. 
For they were Church demefnes and holy ground. 
Rich curtains gave his flumbers ftrong defence. 
Again ft Day's facrilegious violence. 
Soft pillows had his cheeks, and let no air 
Approach to harm the lively rofes there : 
For Youth's Spring- flowers in his dull Autumn grew» 
Thofe cli^cks polTeiling wbich were Age's due* 

All 
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Ali things in order were for dinner laid, 
When the great Goddefs her proud entry made. 
Such cxa£k order highly pleased her eye j 
She knew the Church by fcrupulous decency. 
In all the joys of filcncc, eafe, and pride. 
And with a breakfaft (Wrongly fortified, 
Th« Dean, attending dinner, llumbering lay j 
When thus the Goddefs drove his reft away. 
** Wake quickly. Dean, Ihc faid, or wake no more 5 
A Chanter haughtily ufurps thy power, 
Shines in the Choir with thy prcLtic grace. 
And awes it with the fame commaudir/.^ fao6. 
All bows of Singers are to him addreft : 
All Congregations by his mouth arc blcll ; 

•He graces all the Saints high folemn days, 
When, to oblige them, he in perfon prays. 

• Shortly he '11 youth confirm, and priefts ordain, 
And fcarce to thee thy rochet (hall remain. 

.Renounce thy prelacy, or thy repofe ; 

Thy forjtune dooms thee one of them to lofe ** 

This faid, (he breathes into him, through his car. 
The fpirit of a common Barretter. 

Jle wakes and yawns, and with half-open'd eyes 

•Gives the dire fiend his blefling as he flics ; 

Then, like a raging bull with hornet ftung, 

Around the. chamber his fat body flung; 

Chid maids and lacqueys, why he did not know. 

And before dinner to the Choir will go. 

But his wife Steward much allay 'd his rage, 

By counfeU feafonable, calm, and fagc. 

U i «VVhat 
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<* What fury *s this, faid he, has fciz'd your mitid. 

And hurries you to Church before you 've din*!! ? 

Oft have you left the work of faviftg fouls. 

To fport fomc hours at tabled, chefs, or bbwls, 

But for the Church re*er dinner left till noW 5 

The drelTcr- board is ready for the blow. 

Your cook* now foams, and To does your pot-tige, 

With your judicious palate to engage. 

And if your roafl- meats you compel to ftay. 

Sir,, they will weep their gravy all away. 

Your haut-goufls, now moil vigorous and (farong. 

Will ficken if in cold they tirry long, 

And never be reviv'd by fccond heat : 

Sir, if you go, you *li muirdcr all your meat. 

It is not Lent ; fay 'twere, it fccms a watle 

Of holinefs in holy men to f^ft. 

Your tongues and pens fupport Church rites and laws. 

What need y* engage your bowels in the caufe ? 

Sure 'twas the Church's motherly intent. 

Lent fhould keep Prelates, and not Prelates Lcut. 

Religioufly fupport your high degree. 

Do not by toil debafe your dignity." 

This ftid, he wifely toVet'd all the cloth 
With crowds of diilics, and a flood of broth. 
Much on the pious Dean this vifion wrought 5 
His cloth a while St. Peter's iheet he thought j 
A treat kt down from Heaven in a dream. 
Till his pleas'd noftrils felt th' inviting ftcam. 
Then fiercely he apply'd himfelf to eat. 
And found it more tlian viliohary mcac 

Faft 
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Fad o'er the tongue he turn\l hts morfels all j 
Like morning-c611e6ls at a feftival ; 
Himfelf he almoft choak'd, but not his wroth. 
He cb^mp'd his words and meat confufcdly hotli. 
He ikipt from difh to difti, he knew not why, 
No order minded, nor fweet decency. 

The Steward thought his Mafter*s end was ncar^ 
He knew not creatur»;s which he lov'd fo dear; 
And in great forrow was about to run 
To iunimon friends ; but Fame that work had done* 
They fcattering came like troops of daunted cranes, • 
When the proud pigmy a recruit obtains. 
The vi(it rais'd the Prelate from defpair, 
Chac'd from his vifage the late furious air. 
So pleas'd he was with the refpeft they ihewM, 
That he vouchfaf'd to rife, nay more, he bow'd c 
Commanded the VVcftphalia-ham again, 
Fiird wine himfelf to honour the good men. 
Drank firft and largely ; the example pleas'dy 
And flrait a flaggon of its load was cas'd. 
He kindly mov'd them then to take a part 
Of what remain'd, and of a fair delert ; 
The tabic clear, out burft his inward pain ; 
•* Ddar friends, faid he, by whofe fupport I «ign, 
Myfclf your charitable work I own, 
Which the proud Chanter thinks to tumble down; 
At leaiV, by interpoiing in my rights, 
To make me ufclefs, and blind up my lights* 
To him do all Church-officers repair ; 
At his command the Sexton rings to prayer* 

U 5 Chapters 



294 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Chapters arc held at his ufurping call j 
What need of Deans, if Chanters can do all ?** 
But then tears ftopt the current of his talk : 
His loving Steward empowered his tongue to walk 
With chearful wine, when Boyrude, bending low 
Witli heavy age, with trembling fleps and flow, 
Entered the room. The Church had us*d his pain* 
In four fucccllive Deans voluptuous reigns, 
l^^one in Church-cufloms was fo IkiU'd as he ; 
He was a living true Church-hiftory. 
His knowledge rais'd him from a Sexton poor. 
To the high truft of all Church -garniture. 
Great office I Robes are often half the Dean : 
This rules tliofe Robes, ordains them to be clean. 
One in this office half a Dean ordains, 
. O'er half a Dean as Dean he proudly reigns. 
He has in part an arch-prelatic power ; 
He's of one college parcel- viGtour, 
At firfl approach, the Reverend Sage efpies 
The Dean's demolilh'd pride and groveling eyes. 
Guefling the caufe, he fmiling towards him mov'd. 
And, father-like, his childifb grief rcprov'd. 
** For Ihamc, faid he, let the poor Chanter weep^ 
Your rights and empire ftudy you to keep. 
Hark to the counfel Heaven does now infpire ; 
Where the proud Chanter over-looks the Choir 
Wiih frownirtg arrogance, fume ages paft, 
The Churcli was ihaded with an engine vafl, 
DcfA, tlirunc, or pulpit, call it what you pleafe : 
At once it lxrv*ci dcvotipn, pomp, and cafe. 

There, 
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There, tliron'd in glory, I have known a Dean, 

In veftments rich, on velvet culhions lean. 

Prayer-books, emboft with gold^ before him ihone, 

Which drew all eyes upon them but his own. 

A worm ftoPn from a grave the Chanter feem'd, 

Jull vifible enough to be contcmn'd. 

Time, fate, or fiends, malicious men, or all, 

(For they *re all foes to good) confpir'd its falL 

Malicious men, we think, by fccret art 

Gave it a (icknefs in fome noble part, 

That never vifked nor minded well, 

One morn it yawn'd, and down to ruin fell ; 

And to its worth th* ungrateful Choir unjuft. 

Laid it in dark forgetfulnefs and dufl : 

What honoured once the Choir, has now forlorn 

Lain thirty winters languifhing in fcorn. 

Three of us, fie for fuch a great affair. 

Will, pcrriwig'd in Night's dilheverd hak, 

Steal to the pulpit, in its mournful room, 

And glorioufly reward its martyrdom. 

If once to murmur the proud Chanter-dare, 

The wretch with forty biting actions tear. 

Since not in Learning, be in Law renown'd ; 

Shew a Ghurclvfpirit, the whole Church confound, • 

Ere quit a tittle of your facred right; 

Let Laymen pray, Prelates are known by might. 

Your dazzling right divine dart at your foej 

Then to the Chuich in all Church-fplcndor go; 

And there brow-beat th' ufurper to the ground j 

Then, to out-brave him, dilpcrle blefii^ngs round. 

U 4 * To 
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To blafl his pride, and (hew yourfelf fupreme^ 
Blefs all the Congregation, nay, bk^ him." 

The counfel feemM to admiration wife ; 
The Dean in ravifiiments, with lifted eyes. 
Heaven's infpiration moft devoutly bled; 
But ftrait a new refle6lion flruck his brcaft. 
** I now have in the Choir a feat, faid he, 
Cloath'd with rich cufhions, crown'd with canopy ":- 
On what pretence can I ere£l this throne ?** 
Boyrude reply'd, •* A mofV religious one : 
Sermons to hear I" Th* afTembly trembled all 
With horror at the found fanatical. 
The Prelate, hotly fir'd, profanely fwore ; 
And almoft call'd for an Inquifitor, 
•* I>ar'ft thou, faid he, name fermons in my car ? 
I *11 be no Dean, ere buy the place fo dear. 
I *11 rather combat with wild beaOs, like Paul, . 
Or, like Ifaiah, be faw*d orxe for all. 
Than weakly be with torturing fermons faw'd, 
Poflpone my meak, and be with fafling gnaw'd^: 
Nay more, myfelf into the toil they *11 fetch, 
And I myfelf (hall be oblig'd to preach.'* 

** Make potent Prelates preach I the Sage replies ; 
Pray, by what rule ? you are not tongues, but eyesi 
Our eyes guide all our limbs, yet keep their eafc j 
Labour becomes not highcft dignirics.. 
Sc^aries, like Jews, with wanderings are perplext,. 
DoomVl all their lives to rove from text lo text, 
Die in that wildernefs, and ne'er poffcfs 
Koine's blelTed holy land of lazinefs { 

A land 
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A land th^jt flowis with hpriey, milk, and gains, 

At Heaven's fole coft, and not the owner's pains. 

Of this you 've more than a dim Pifgali fighf ; 

And cafe is your inviotole right. 

Make Canons preach j and, wliilc the work- is done^^ • 

Let your, auftcre grave prefcnce lafh them on. 

By their dull faws no doubt you would be pain*dy 

But you '11 with fweet revenge be cntertain'd. 

They *ve uncanopical rebellious tongues. 

And from them you Ve rccciv'd a thoufand wrongs.- 

Like jades in water-works, Sir, make them fweat. 

Till froryithem penetential drops you get. 

Then you '11 foon have revenge and reverence both j. 

Soon at your feet they '11 fall, to cop[ipaf6 floth." 

Into a loud applaufi^ th* aflcmbly broke. 
And thought man never with more wifdoni fpokc. 
All ftart, of fame to have the greateft (hare ; 
But the wife Dean rcduc'd them as they were. 
*• All things in Church by order muft be done, 
Said he, that rears and fixes every throne. 
None fhall approach this work, but thofe whom Fat©-' 
Shall, by a lot, ordain and confccrate.'* 

Thirty fclc£lcd names are writ with hade. 
And in the bottom of a bonnet caft. 
Fairly to draw the billets, they employ 
Kofy-chcek'd. Will, tliat pretty Singing-boy ; 
His head new poll'd, his face and linen clean. 
Though no Saint's-day, for much he pleas 'd the Dcini- 
The Prelate all partiality difclaims ; 
Having thrice bled, as often ihakes the names; J 

Will 



i9« MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Will draws, and Trolc is the firft name that comes f 
Birds promised good, which freely peeked their crumbs; 
Sure no ill augury could now be read. 
This red-beak'd bird from liquor never fled. 
A pleaiing murmur in the throng was rais'd. 
And Fortune's choice by every one was pnus*d. 

Will to his office docs again repair, 
And draws a name, moil fatal to the fair. 
Of a young Singing-man, whofe charms ('tis faid) 
Had been the death of many a Chamber-maid. 
Nay, his keen mounting dans reached lofty game, 
Threatened high ranks with lofs of life or fame. 
Whatever beauty ogled him was loft, 
And foon became a ftrumpet, or a ghoft. 
Yet to the dangerous fnare they ventur*d all i 
His fxlver, pipe was a true lady-call. 
Which both Church-pews and Play-houfe boxes cram'd, 
Entic'd the Fair both to be fav*d and damn'd. 
But, oh ! that lady gain'd the height of blifs, 
Whom he in private taught to ling and kifs. 
Long the foft fcx did for the youth contend $ 
Some took their eyes, fome money, for their friend. 
Some had him all, and fome had modeft ibares. 
Some cleared their tones, fome gave a crack to theirs. 
To him his fortune gave a fecond choice. 
And now they go to aik Fate's lad advice. 
Their names and panting hearts are toft again. 
Each fearing Fate his perfon ifaould difdain. 

Ho^icft old Verger I what fmcere delight 
Shook thy dry corpfc, when thy name rofc in fjght ! 

Thy 
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Thy yellow cheeks turn'd red, and, with a fhout, ' • 

Thou backwards gav'ft a fpring in fpite of gout. 

Now loyal true Church hearts, who for Church weal 

Had an unquenchable religious zeal. 

Much prais'd Fate's choice of men for Church affairs^ 

And wifh'd all realms as able minifters; 

All kings as deep in fight, as Fate had ihewn 

In chufmg men, to fervc the Church and Throne, 

On the defign now all prepare to go ; 

And, in a murmuring ft ream away they flow 

To the Dean's cellar, where they rent the arch 

With drunken fongs, and founded oft a march. 

The Prelate, calm'd, refum'd his loft repofe. 

And now, till fupper, laid him down to dofe. 

CANTO III. 

NOW Night was in the middle of her reign r 
Great was her pomp, and fpacious was her train. 
From her large throne of jet, die faw the proud 
High towers of Paris fcorn an humble cloud. 
Ravens, and all the prophets of the air. 
Nightly to dormitories near repair t 
Amongft the reft, for twenty winters foul. 
In a dark cave, a Sibyl, call'd an Owl, 
Secur'd herfelf from Day*s opprefling light ; 
And fled abroad, to prophefy at Night. 
Of great difafters flie has early fenfe, 
Is an impartial true intelligence. 
All fe£ls i)elieve her,.. though flic joins with nonc| 
The Schifmatick flies all communion. 
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Nigh^ for her healing touch Nature enthrones. 

She oftei) cures both cra^y minds and hqiies. 

K^gf fall'n with care below e'en common n^en^ 

She re-anoints, and makes them kings again. 

pay wears, but Njght repairs, nay makeis mankindj. 

The only labour to her reign aflTign'd, 

Therefor? this Etliiop with Day divides 

The. rule of tiip^ j h^f through l^er enppire IKdcs. 

Angry to fee her reign profaa*d with tpil. 

She poftcd to fupprefs the noify broil, 

And thp bold authors ; for the great affair. 

She chofe this Owl her premier miniftcr^ 

And call'd her out ; her black queen's voice fh^ kiJ^ew, 

To her retinue joyfully Ihe flew. 

Both fwiftly through th* auguft Cathedral pad. 

And found the prifon of the engine vaft. 

It lay neglefted in a dcfcrt room ; 

Night plac'd her bird det?p in its dufty womb. 

Now Trole and Minnum, two great chiefs tlcGt, 
Left the Dean's vault, and the flow Verger check'd. 
He was as vigorous as they in mind. 
But age and gout detained him far l)ehind. 
Befides, th' old tortoife carried on his back 
Of necedary tools a boifterous pack. 
As hammer, chiflcls, mallet, faw, and nails. 
Under whofc weight his wafted vigour fails. 
The warriors force through Night's affiightful fliadej 
Then valiantly the high proud dome invade. 
Firft they afcend to the magnitic porch, 
Wl^ich ftor'd the valued learning of the Church. 

The 



The Verger ftopp*d the troop, whilft, with the dint 
Of fleel, he cut the veins of ftubborn flint, 
And forcM frorti thence* a fpark ; the infant briglit 
As foon as born begot another light, 
Which proves to them a kind of midnight fun, 
By whofe di region boldly the)' go on. 
Th' unfolding gates upon the troop let loofe 
DeteRed ftades, like floods through opening lluicc* 
Like a bold caravan the ftream they rtem, 
The horrors and tbe folitude <5ontemn. 
So on in wilds where ti«vcr \»a5 a road. 
And reach at length the pulpit's dark abode. 
Their wonders on the fall'n machine they feaft. 
Like birds upon the carcafs of a beaft. • ^ 

^» How now ? faid Minnum, com"6 we Here to gstec ?** 
And then, ambitious to engrofs the priife> 
With a (liif threatening arlYi, and bending back; 
He fingly made a dcfperate attack* 
Ere half bis force the engine had receiv'd, 
(Aftonilhing! and fcarce to be believed J 
A horrid voice out of the pulpit flew, 
Th' old- Verger frotn his batk his burthcH threw j 
The fire frotii Trole's flaming vifage ftray'd, ' 
Only in his nofe, as in a fbckctj play'd. 
Pale Minnum like a lily hiing his head. 
With hi* loft miftrcfs vvifli'd himfelf in bed : 
But, feantig fhame, he put falfe courage on, 
lieem'd bolder now more danger might ht VC'oh. 
The frightful dangerous engine fliook once more, * 

With greater refolution than before; 

'' The 
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The angry OavI, once more depriv'd of cafe, 
Kufhes aUroad with greater menaces, 
Scattering a l^orm of- wind and duA .about. 
Which put their candle and their courage out. 
Their trembling knees could not their bodies bear j 
Their nerves were weaker than their daring, hair. 
: In wild confufion they flunk all away, 
Like tisuants by their whipfter catch*d at play. 
Difcord rag'd at their foil, and,. in defpjght 
Of their bafe fear, will force them to the fight. 
: In Boyrude's withered figure fhe appears. 
Aged, but worn with wrangling more than years; 
Wrinkled^ but malice half the cyphers made, 
And claim to half his waded vifagc laid. 
^Her bending trunk (he with a.ftaff fupports, 
And hades to find her warriors* dark reforts. 
With broken voice, and hoarfc.with frequent brawl, 
She cries, ** Where ar^ you fled, yc cowards all ? 
Think you, bccaufe your odious heads ye hide, 
■Your infamy mo/re pdiousis not fpy.M ? 
Come out, and fljew the rcafon of ypur fe^r.** 

Stung^with reproof, with boldnefs they appejir. 
Proud of th* encounter, and prepar'd to.boa^ 
For all of them believ'dthe Qwl a Ghod. 
Minnuni was fix'd in the opinion drong; 
His charms bad kiU'd a Sempdrefs fair and young. 
Her heart was crufh'd between his yoice and face. 
The kingdom had jiot fpch a dangerpus place. 
His voice had fix'd her in the fatal fnare : 
She often came to gaze op. hira.at prayer, 

4 And, 
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And, when his eye- was from the book relcas*cl. 

He glances ihot which pierc'd her tender breaft. 

At length, alas » ihe perifh'd in the fray. 

Her ruin therefore heavy on him lay. 

W^hat Ihapc could more cxa6Wy fit her foul. 

Than that of an. unlovely bafhful Owl, 

Whom the wing*d Chanters drive out of- their fight, 

And maHe her live in melancholy night ? 

With thefc conceits they fwcUing came, and cram'c) j 

Minnum for th* Owl a doleful fpcech had framed. 

He faid, « We faw a Ghoft or Goblin foul .'" 

Reply*d the Goddefs, " Goblin I a poor Owl 
. Drives you from glory by bafe childifli fears. 

This Owl has Ijeen my neighbour thirty years. 

Near my own houfe^/he every evening inakes. 

And fends abroad, her pightly Almanacks. 

Fear you a foolifli timorous Owl's grimace? 

How durft y' encounter then a Judge's face ? 
. Bpard Lawyers without fees, as I have done. 

And to myfelf immortal glory won. 

Judges from me could not proteft the b;ir. 

Where fpite of them my deeds recorded arc. 

Oh, Sirs! the Church produced brave fpirits then, 

A Sexton W9S as furly as a Dean ; 

Bore w/ongs as proudly, and^ forgave as few : 

The leaft of us would a whole Chapter fue. 
^ But the old world grows barren by degrees. 

And breeds no more fuch gallant fouls as the&. 

However, imitate their virtues great, 
:Xet not an Owl compel you to retreat. 

Think 
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Think what diflioirmir on yourfelves you throw^ ' 

How infolent you'll hiake the Chanter grow: 

From texts he cannot borrow fuch contlroly 

As from the (hameful ftory of the Owl. 

The tliought o* th' Owl will ride you niglit and day'; 

l^ifpirit you, though ye be ne'er fo gay ; 

Untune your voitcs when ^-ou M (ing your heft. 

Ruffle your plumes when ycu arc neatly drcft, 

Your furplices, virips, cravats, fet with care. 

E'en women will regard you lefs than prayer ; 

The pews will be neglefted by degrees, 

And the old Verger lofe his Sunday-fees, 

I hear a murmur fay your fpirits rife, 

And I fee Church-like fury in your eyes. 

Away to honour, gather laurels fafl, 

With prcfent bravery hide di (honour pad.*' 

This faid, the warlike Goddefs took her fligirt. 
And, mounting, ftreak'd the air with trades of ligllit, 
Which fir'cl our champions hearts. The Howlard fled;' 
A generous contempt fucceeded dread. 
Th' affront recciv'd from the vile faucy foe 
On th* engine was revengM by many a blow^ 
In mournful tones the pitying organ moan'd. 
And the whole fympathizing temple groanM. 
Ah ! when this fpacious wooden horfe was rcar'd. 
If thou, oh Chanter! hadft the treafon- heard. 
Thou, in defence of ecclefiaftic pride, 
Like a true Church Apoftle, wcukrft Have dy*dj 
Rather great Martyr been, than Chanter fmall, 
And in red letters Ihine, or not at All. 

3 But 
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But deep thou feed'ft does with thy foes combine, 
ArA hug. thee whilft they compafs their defign. 
For now a lofty Eccleiiaftic Throne 
Buries thy Bench, where thou fo long h;ifl fhone. 

CANTO IV. 

NO W.do the cocks begin their n^oming brawl. 
And drowfy Chanters to their mattins calL 
Their Chief was troubled with a frightful dream. 
Which made him fweat, and waken with 4 (cream. 
His trembling Valets, on his fecond cries, , 
Forfake their warm, enticing down, and rife. 
But wakeful Gerot reach'd his Mafler firft. 
An humble Valet, but a Verger curft. 
He kept the Choir on tlie flnifter (ide. 
He crouch*d at home, but there he fliew'd his pride- 
Mean were his common cuftoraers for pews, 
So in their humble bows he took his dues. 
Said he, " What humour drives your reft away ? 
Will you to Church, when it is fcarcely day? 
Sleep on ; your bufinefs is to take your eafe : 
Let vulgar Chanters earn their falaries.*' 

" Friend, faid the Chanter, trembling, faint, and pale. 
Tour mirth would die, if you knew what I ail. 
Infult not o'er me, but prepare to hear 
Th' amazing caufe of my ^rprizing fear. 
When fleep had twice upon my eyes beftow'd 
Of drowfy poppies a frefh-gathcr*d load ; 
1 dreamt I 61 I'd my lofty Seat in praj^er. 
Triumphing o'er ti\e Minor Chanters there, 

Vox.. III. X Abfolvine, 
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Ahfolvlng, chanting, taking humble bowf. 
Giving the blclting; all with frowning brows : 
When a great Dragon, with jaws dreadful wide, 
Souz'd on my Bench, and fwallowM all my pride.** 

Then rage tongue-ty*d him ; Gerot, laughing low 
Said, " Dreams were fumes from ill-conco6bd food 
Cooks with ill fauce could every night beftour 
On childiih fancies fuch a puppet-ihow." 

The four old man could ne'er with mirth agree. 
But now abhorr'd his i11-tim*d ndllery : 
Forbad him fpeaking, and from bed he flings. 
Geror, to calm him, his rich habit brings : 
Which very little could his mind fuftain. 
For, if his Delk be hid, all thofe were vain. 
But yet their offered grace he will not flight 5 
He rufli'd into his gown, and furplice white. 
But, above all, he will not leave behind, 
His fpacious fcarlet hood, with tabby lin*d : 
His haughty heart would break, if he (hould lack 
That proof of learning, to adorn his back. 
With his beft bonnet then he grac'd his brow. 
Sole mark of learning his white head could (heWy 
His purple gloves he never fail'd to wear. 
When he would honour much himfclf and praycn 
And, marching now in battle to engage. 
Omitted no illuflrious equipage. 
Then much beyond the weaknefs of his years 
Pufli'd on, and earliefl in the Choir appears. 
But, oh I what fpite and fury Hr'd his blood. 
When on his Bench he faw the Pulpit ftood ! 

4i C 
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•* Oh, Gerot fee, faid he, the Dragon fee. 

Which broke my deep, and now will fwallow itte. 

Oh, faithful Dream ! tliou too much truth haft ffiotva; 

The Dean is an ingenious tyrant grown ; 

By this machine, docs wittily contrive 

To fend me to infernal (hades alive. 

Nothing but God will ever fee me here; 

Dark fhadows will expunge my chara£ter. 

Ere fuch a horrible atfront I'll bear^ 

Vil quit my office, and the Church forfwe«*{ 

I'll give my vain fuperfluous Chantings o'er. 

And tire the ears of God and Man no more* 

1 '11 never toil that Deans may glory win, 

Nor (be that Choir where I ihall ne'er be feea. 

' ris time enough to go to iliades when dead, 

I '11 now have light." Then his old arms he fpread 

With fury ftrong ; and (book the wondrous frame, 

When th' Organift and the Clock- mender came. 

His faithful friends. The vifion (Iruck them wan. 

With trembling hands they held th'okl venturous manj 

Said they, ** The work*s too weighty for us all; 

By a full Chapter let the Monffccr fall. 

In open day; 'twill your great party Ihew, 

Strengthen yourfcl^ and terrify the foe. 

•* Right," faid the Chanter.; •* go, by noife or force. 

The (lecping Canons from their beds ^livorce." 

The Champions trembled, when beyond their tliought 
Their counfcl on themfclves fuch danger brought. 
*' Ohl moderate your anger, Sir ! faid they, 
Awaken rich fac Canons before day } 

X a jMcn 
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Men doubly buried both in flefli and down ! 
Th' attempt is rare, the deed was never known. 
Starv*d Monks a larum in their bofoms keep,^ 
Hunger, a watdiful enemy to Sleep. 
Tlieir thin-worn wheels are foon in motion fet : 
But who can flir a Canon mir'd in fat ?** 

" Deceitful cowards, th' old telly man"reply*d. 
You faiji your terrot of the Dean would hide : 
A hundred times I've feen you crouching (land 
With fervilc necks, beneath his blefling hand. 
The work, good Gerot, fhall by us be done. 
Our friends for once fliall fhame the loitering fun.** 

Cunning old Gerot knew th« Canons well, 
Spar'd his worn l\mg$, rung the great mafter-bcll ^ 
Which, like the heavy Dean, but ferv'd for ftate. 
And aimoft broke the Church with necdlefs weight, 
Th' unchrift'ned bell, with facrilegious roar, 
From his ftrong camp the God of flmnbcrs tore j 
Broke open all the holy Canons eyes, 
And made the Devil of noife and tumult rife* 
Some bdicv'd thunder broke into the rObrti, . 
Others half fear'd it was the "day of doom. 
Some Priefts, lefs fcar'd, thought 'twas a dying kncllj 
Some keenly hungry hop'd 'twas Pancake-bell. 
The found with different fenfe fiU'd every head. 
Like a dark text, wondrous confulion bred. 
So when, to batter down a hundred walls, 
The thund'ring Lewis leaves the fair Verfailles 
To the young Spring, not valuing her delights. 
And with fpread banners all the world affrights ; 

Daxu)' 
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Danovv to th* Euxine haftes his march to Ihun, 
Swift Rhine in great commotion hurries-on, 
BrufFcls for burfling bombs looks every hour. 
And Sodom-like to feci a fiery fhower. 
Rich (kirted Tagus creeps f»ir under ground, 
And hides much tieafure there in vaults profound. 
Amphibfous Holland plunges deep in waves, 
Buries itfclf alive in watery graves. 
So under blankets the priefts duck'd their heads. 
Sough: a warm eafy burial in their beds. 

Vexatious Gerot knew their temper well: 
Willi potent words he feconded the bell. 
** Ho, brcakfafl: waits !" the cunning Verger cries* 
At that angelic fummons, all arife; 
In expcclaiions of divine delights. 
All look their cloaths, but none their appetites. 
For they were ready, ere their gowns were on: 
Headlong undreft to the great hall they run : 
Bur, 'fi'jad of breakfafl, met a mournful tale, 
. Told by the Chanter with great fury pale ; 
Who, as a peftilence were in his breath, 
Strict mighty hunger with a fudden death. 
Evcrarda painful abftinence abhorr'd. 
And bad the Verger cover ftrait the board. 
To that once favoury motion no man fpoke, 
At length learn'd Allen the deep filence broke. 
He ovAvy of all the Priefts our Church obey'd. 
Had not his Latin fmother'd and o'erlaid. 
0:hei'. by wealth to dulnefs did advance, 
And wiih ;he Church's coin brought ignorance. 

X 3 Uut 
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But he had wander'd from that pra£lisM rule. 

And was as Icam'd as wh^n he came from fchool. 

His Roman tongue there gave him mighty power. 

There he was almoft Roman Emperor. 

None in his prefence durft lay claim to parts. 

For, if they did, his Latin ftabb'd their hearts. 

This tyrant yet was their defence and grace : 

Latin was fuch a terror to the place, 

All other Canons fled at firft alarms 

Of men approaching with fuch dreadful arms. 

But noble Allen fcorn'd his head to hide. 

And fturdy fliocks of Latin durft abide. 

Moft learnedly equipped, th' accompli fh'd man. 

Having firft cough'd, his wife harangue began r 

" Some Huguenots, our curft eternal foes. 
Planted this here, to batter our repofe. 
Jn fome Church Hiftory they *ve read, I fear, 
Canons once preach'd, and Deans fat here to licar* 
I range in volumes, not to poach for art. 
But to meet Latin which delights my heart. 
Let us all ftudy with what fpeed we may. 
And fhew ourfelves as deeply Icam'd as they. 
About this Pulpit then let 'a quickly found 
All learned men in thefe great things profound.'* 
. Th' unlook'd-for counfel all th* aiTemhly fcar'd. 
But made an earthquake in fat Everard j 
Who (baking with aflonifhment and rage, 
** How I, faid he, turn fchool-boy in my age ! 
Do thou look pale, and wither o"cr a book, 
I ne'er fo much as on the Bible look. 

I only 
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I only fludy when our rents are due, 

When leafcs fall, and tenants fliould renew. 

Books 1 abhor J they fill the Church with Schilmsj 

Much mifchief we have had from Syllogifms. 

If to Religion you would converts n^ake, 

Burn Books and Men, fay I, and ufe a (lake. 

I will not vex my head : my arm alon^ 

Shall, without Latin, throw this Pulpit down. . 

I care not what Heretic Rafcals fay : 

What troubles me, 1 Ml throw out of my way. 

So let's prepare for the rcnown'd defign, 

And, when accomplilh'd, plentifully dine." 

No fooner the word Dinner pafsM their ears, 
Than up their ftomachs rofe, down fell their fears. 
But then the Chanter, none more bold and great, 
Exclaim'd, " This Tub too long has made us fweat. 
Do Deans fear duft ? muft they be cas'd like clocks ? 
Would they like fentries awe us from a box ? 
In our Church-pillar is fome rottennefs fpread : 
To hide himfelf, he would be wainfcoted. 
My vengeance on this foppery I'll throw j 
And an hour's fading on the work beftow. 
This done, at once we '11 break our faft, and dine. 
And two fair meals with both their portions join/* 

By this infpir'd, the haughty Champions go * 

With an audacious zeal to charge the foe. 
The vialls vain aid to the poor Engine lent. 
The nai's in vain their iron fingers bentj 
The Champions vantjuifli'd all refiftance round,. 
The battcr'd Engine fell with many a wound. 

X 4. Anti- 
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Antichrift never had fuch dreadful blows 
From mighty Priefts who were his bitter foest^ 
Forjf as this Pulpit Was, he 's wondrous high, 
A great Ufurper of Church-Tanity. 
Therefore have many rail'd at him ailo'ud ; 
He will let no man but himfelf be proud. 
Now the Dean's State, of late fo high and greit. 
Once more is in a fea of darknefs fet t 

h I N.E SBY MR. HIGGONS**, 

IN THE BLANK LEAP Of "" THl SOYAL MrSCHlEF>: 

A TRAGEDY, BY MRS. MANLEY. 

'T^^HE tender boy in our cold country *8 chill'd j 
•^ No fooner born, but the young Cupid 's killed* 
All talk of Love, but few the paflaon fqel. 
Till thy warm lines the facred power reveal.; 
Such myfteries of Love thy fcenes convey. 
That 'tijs Enjoyment but to read thy Play. 
All fex and age attend thy moving fong, . 
Which virtue brings to ail 5 confirms the (Irong, 
Recruits the weak, and makes the dotard young« 

* Sec an account of this writer, and feme of his poems,, 
vol. I. p. 125;. and in this volume, p. iil. — Ihave fince 
heen told, that he publifhed a poem on the Peace of Utrecht ; 
and had feme others by him, which he intended for the prefs. 
He was firft coulin to the lat^-earl Granville. Two lines of 
his verfes on the Dcaih of Waller, vol. I. p. 130, arc evi- 
dently to be traced in the following couplet of Tickell, in the 
Engliih' Poets, vol. XXV. p. 188. 

" Near to thofe chamberS| where the mighty refV, 
« Since their foundation, came a nobler guell." N. 

VERSES 
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VERSES TO THE QUEEN AND PRINCE, 

ON THEIR VISITING OXFORD, 1702. 

I. TO THE qjUEEN, AT CHRIST-CHURCH. 
SPOKEN BY MR. HARCO^URT*. 

TT^H EN haughty Monarchs their proud (late expofc^ 

And Majefty an aweful greatnefs (hews ; 
Their fubjedts. Madam, with amazement feiz'd. 
Gaze at the pomp, rather furpriz'd than plcas'd* 
Buc your more gentle influence imparts 
Wonder at once and pleafure to our hearts. 
'Where-e'er You come, joy fliines in every face y 
Such winning goodnefs, fuch an eafy grace. 
Through all your realms diffufive kindnefs pours^ 
That every Englifh heart *s entirely yours.. 
The Mufes' fons with eager tranfport view 
Their long-defponding hopes reviv'd in YoU| 
The Mufes* fons to Monarchs ever true. 

Thcfe happy walls, by royal bounty placed. 
Often with royal prefence have been grac'd. 
Here Kings, to eafe the cares attend a crown, 
PreferrM the Mufes* laurels to their own. 
And here You once enjoy'd a fafe retreat, 
From noife and envy free ; to this lov'd feat. 
To be a gucft. You then did condefcend j 
Wliich now, its happy guardian, You defend. 

Oxford, with joy, beholds the Royal Pair, 
And fmds her Mufes are her Prince's care. 

* Son to Sir Simon (afterwards lorcl) Harcourt. This 
young gentleman did not fucceed to the title ; as he died i^ 
1720, feven years before his father. On his tomb at Siantoii 
Harcourt is a beautiful epitaph by Mr! Pope. He was father 
to the firil,.and grandfather to the prcfcnt; carl Hareourt. N. 
3 ^\:k^ 
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May we prefume to clatm a nearer tye } 
They are your Subjc6ts, we your Family. 
Accept the duty then we doubly owe, 
Wc (hare your Prefence and Protc6lion too. 
So, when great Jove vnthin the country cell 
Of humble pious Baucis meant to dwelt. 
The bounteous God grac'd her with gifts divine r 
And, where he found his refuge, tix'd his flirine^ 

II. TO THE PRINCE, AT CHRIST-CHURCH* 
SPOKEN BY MR. COWSLADE*. 

AND You, aufpicious Prince, our other care> 

Accept the duty which your Ifis pays : 
Whether in arts of Peace, or deeds of W*r> 

The Hero juftly claims the Mufe*s prAife, 
Afpiring Youth, fir'd with a generous flame, 

The tra£ls of princely virtues lierc purfuc; 
At once both copy and admire your fame, 

And all their different aims unite in You. 
One bloody fieges and feignM camp defigns. 

And fancied fchcmes of future a6tions draws,. 
And early, in imaginary times. 

Defends his Country's and his Prince's caufc. 
Others the milder arts of Phoebus chufe, 

And to fmooih numbers f&rm their luneful tongue : 
From You begin, to You direft their Mufe, 

The Subjeft and the Patron of their fong. 

* I cannot find who Mr. Cowflade was ,• and it is remark- 
able, that not one of thcfc four Speakers took a regular degree 
mt the Univcrfity. N. 

* lUuf. 
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Illuftrious Guefts^ Joint-partners in our love, 

Proteft thefe arts which by your influence live. 
Thofc arts which we with loyal zeal improve, 

To You return the vigour they receive. 
Whilft Ormond, by undaunted courage led, 

Regions unknown and diftant foes alarms; 
We, Ormondes care, to early duty bred, 

Learn here to aid your councils and your arms. 

III. TO THE <^EEN, AT SUPPER. BY MR. FINCH ♦, 

WITH love, though rude, we crowd this ha^low'd placc^ 
And clog that triumph which we mean to grace, 
To view the Queen, that frees us from alarms. 
Secures our quiet, and direfts our arms. 
England before its ruin'd trade deplor'd, 
A mourning vi£lor and difputed lord* 
Now mouldering fleets in Gallic harbours He, 
While Britiih fhips their double world defy. 
Our Mufcs hear the battles from afar. 
And fmg the triumphs, and enjoy the war. 
This now J but foon the quivering fpear they *II wield^ 
And lead the fhouting fquadrons to the field. 
They '11 fcrve that Princefs whom before they furg. 
Defend that Queen beneath whofe eye they fprung. 

So fpreading oaks, from lovely Windfor born. 
Shall flicker Britain, which they now adorn : 
With fwelling fails o'er dillant feas they '11 go, 
And guard that Goddefs by whofe care they grow. 

* Hcneage, grandfon to the firft earl of Nottingham. Ills 
father was created baron Guernfey, March 16, 1703; and 
carl of Aylesford, 06t. 26, 1714. — The fpeakcr ot' thefe 
vcrlcs died earl of Aylesford, June 26, 1757 j and was grand- 
father to the prefent earl* N. 

IV. 
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IV. TO THE QUJ^EN, GOING TO B^SD. 
9P0KZN BY MR. PULTENEY*. 

MADAM, once more, th* obfequious Muis, 

With zeal and juft ambition fiiM, 
Her grateful honnage l>ere renews. 

In numbers by Yourfclf infpir'd : 
And late her willing duty fhovvs, 
To guard you to your fafe repofe. 

Within this iilent humble cell, 

Secure the gifts of fleep receive j 
No faftions here or difcords dwell. 

To break that reft the Mufes give. 
Here daily cares help to increafc, 
Not interrupt, our miglity cafe. 

Thefe walls, more happy now, pofleft 
Of the moft fair and fliining Court, 

Not in the Mufes, but their Gueft, 
Theirs and the Mufcb' chief fupport. 

So Delphos was the Llcfs'd abode 

Of Phoebus* Pricfls and of the God. 

May Heaven its facred charge defend ! 

May every Grace and every Mufe, 
Round You with watchful care attend. 

And balms of gentle fleep infufe ! 
Such as tlie virruous only know ; 
Kind as die b'cirirgs You hcilow ! 

* This was very likely to have been the late lord Bath ; 
and 1 am forry thai it cannot he afceitaincd. Jjl. 

CON- 
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